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JARRELL RIFE 
2 
He was desperate. 
He tried to make Mr. Farley look at him. But the princi-
pal wouldn't cooperate. Even though Jarrell glared at him. 
And glared. And glared. 
He'~ ~ to notice~. He'~ ~ to notice ~. I'm one ---
of his students, too. Aren'! 11 Why ~'! .h!:. ~ ~ ~? 
~ Clumsy Clyde. Is ~ ~ important ~ ~? 
Mr. Farley was kneeling next to Clyde. The room was 
quiet. Except for one girl who was softly weeping somewhere 
in the back. The principal looked at Miss Carey. Jarrell 
watched him stop his teacher's hand after she'd pushed back 
Clyde's hair from his forehead. A big red lump was already 
visible. 
Mr. Farley didn't ask how it happened. That wasn't 
important. Not now. But Jarrell wanted him to ask. He 
desperately wanted him to ask. 
It ~'t E!l fault. It ~'! ~ fault. It wasn't MY 
fault. IT WASN'T MY FAULT. He thought he was screaming it. 
Screaming at Mr. Farley. Mr. Farley had to understand. Miss 
Carey ~ to understand. The kids had to understand. It 
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wasn't his fault. 
It ~ . • • • 11 ~ ~ accident. ~'~ it. ~ ~ 
accident. lt ~'t .!!!l faul t ~ ~--ll ~ just ~ 
accident. 
Jarrell watched Mr. Ross draw an X through Saturday and 
Sunday on the big wall calendar. It was now Monday morning, 
first period. It was also the third week in September. Mr. 
Ross scribbled ~ on Monday's square and then went back to 
his desk to check the students' last week's worksheets that 
he had just collected. 
Someone knocked at the door and Mr. Ross slowly got up 
to answer it. Usually the students took that for their 
signal to begin talking, but today they were quiet. Unusual-
ly quiet. Jarrell wondered if Mr. Ross suspected anything. 
Maybe he didn't since this was their first exam day. Jarrell 
scanned the class. Most of the students were bent over their 
exam papers. Sheepishly, Jarrell looked up to see who was 
at the door. He expected to see Mr. Farley, but it was Mrs. 
Stanton, his secretary. 
She tried to whisper her message to Mr. Ross, but Jarrell, 
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two seats away from the door, heard her perfectly. "Short 
teachers' meeting," she announced to him. "Ninth grade 
teachers only. Now." 
"Right now?"he asked. 
"Yes. I'm supposed to watch your class," she explained. 
"Must be important ... 
Good guess, Mr. ~, Jarrell thought. 
Mrs. Stanton nodded yes, without a smile, and walked 
past Mr. Ross to the teacher's desk. 
Jarrell put his head down so she wouldn't look at him. 
He felt sick. He knew exactly what the teachers' meeting was 
about. He didn't have to guess. 
11 seemed like it happened days ago. Jarrell studied 
his watch. But i t ~ just "thirty-eight minutes ago. He 
stared at the problems on the dittoed sheet. "Be sure to 
show all your work." 
~ ~ gently. He remembered how his homeroom teacher 
had pushed back the hair to expose a big red lump. She 
always liked ~ Clumsy Clyde • 
.. ~'!! just ~ little boy. Surely you ~ ~ 11 if ~ 
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little boy calls you names. You'~ tough." 
He remembered his promises to her. Vaguely. More 
clearly, he remembered his secret vow--to get Clumsy Clyde 
whenever Miss Carey wasn't around. Which wasn't too 
frequently. All of the teachers are on her side. Even Todd. 
That's all I ask." 
"Surely you ~ take II if ~ little boy calls you 
names." 
"Play fair." 
But it didn't seem fair to him. He was important, too. 
Much ~ important than ~ runty Clumsy Clyde. Much, much 
smarter. 
It isn'! ~ fault. I just gave him !! little shove. It 
~ just ~ accident. 
important ~ he is. 
What'!! ~ big ~ anyway? 
Aren't I? 
He looked up--almost directly at rVIrs. Stanton. 
I'm more ---
1 suppose Farley told you what happened? 
!!!l fault? 
That it was 
He squeezed his pencil. Hard. And looked down at his 
paper. 
"Complete the following operations: (1) 1/2 + 1/3 + 
3/4." Mechanically he moved his chewed-up pencil to trans-
form the first fraction into sixths. 
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At the bell, Jarrell was the first one to dart out of 
the math room. He wanted to walk alone, but Gillie caught 
up with him on the steps to the second floor. Together the 
boys headed down the corridor. 
"You pushed him •••• " Gillie paused to breath in and 
Jarrell felt it was an accusation. "Too hard." 
"That was the plan--to make him fall--wasn't it? Well, 
wasn't it?" 
"Ya, that was the plan. I just didn't " . . . . 
"Didn't what? You didn't what?" 
"I didn't count on the ambulance coming. His leg looked 
broken, you know." 
"Hell, I know. Don't you think I know? He was uncon-
scious, too." Jarrell tried to say "knocked unconscious," 
but that would imply that someone had knocked him unconscious 
and Jarrell wasn't about to take the blame for that. 
"Hey, Jarrell," Gillie continued. 
"Hey, what?" 
"I'm a little scared," Gillie ad:nitted. 
Jarrell sucked in a deep breath. 
His buddy persisted. "Virgil said that the investigator 
from the police will come." 
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"Virgil says. Virgil says. Do you believe everything 
Virgil says?" 
"No. But anyway, Etta told me that his parents are up 
in Columbus for the day." 
Jarrell felt a throbbing in his head. 
"So. What does he need them for? He's in the hospital, 
isn't he? Well, isn't he? He'll get plenty of care there." 
"Ya, sure. I know he will. I just thought that •• •• ff 
"You thought what?" 
"I just thought • • • • Well, they might need his par-
ents. For something." 
"For what?" 
The boys reached the door of their American history 
class. Since Mr. Benson had assigned them seats on the 
opposite sides of the room, Gillie shrugged his shoulders 
and left Jarrell standing alone. In the past, they had been 
the best friends--"True-blue pals," Jarrell had always said. 
But right now, Gillie's vague answers didn't please Jarrell. 
In fact, Gillie actually bothered Jarrell. 
Perpetual worrier, anyway. Jarrell had tried to leave 
that word perpetual out of his vocabulary--ever since Miss 
Carey had started giving him her two-bit lectures on getting 
along. That first week of class she had taught it to her 
students and then he had thought it was a neat word. But it 
irritated him every time he used it now. 
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Jarrell turned his desk around and slid it next to 
David's. He liked David. But not Etta. Why ~ Mr. Benson 
She's so • . . . ---
David smiled weakly at Jarrell. And Jarrell figured 
that the smile was a sneer. He turned around in his seat to 
listen to Mr. Benson's morning directions for each group. 
"Group I and II, start on the worksheets for Chapter 2 
in the text. Groups III and IV will take the open-book exam 
on Chapter 1. Group V will view the strip film on the 
Puritans." Mr. Benson paused and the students laughed 
appropriately. 
"stale joke," Jarrell mumbled to himself. Yet he, too, 
looked up and smiled at the teacher. 
Mr. Benson continued. "Group VI will evaluate Friday's 
filmstrip, using this study guide. David, you pass out these 
papers to your group members." He waved a sheaf of dittoed 
papers toward the seated students in the back. 
"Sharon, will you set up the filmstrip projector and get 
the " . . . . His voice trailed off. 
Jarrell wondered if the teacher might be as bored with 
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American history as the students were. As bored as he was, 
at least. 
David walked up to the teacher's desk and returned to 
his group with the study guides. In nursery school fashion 
he flipped one set of papers on each desk. 
"One for Etta. One for Virgil. One for Sue Ann. One 
for Jarrell. And one for me." 
"~ ~ f£!: ~ little boy ~ lives down ill ~." 
Jarrell recalled the rhyme about the black sheep and his 
three bags of wool. Anyway, he thought, Clyde'~ ~ black 
sheep. I'm not. ---
Virgil read the directions aloud to the group. "Use 
your text if you need extra help in recalling the answers to 
these questions." He then pointed to each student as he 
rattled off the nu~bers of the questions, assigning five to 
each. 
Jarrell lightly scribbled down his numbers on the top 
of the study guide. 4, 9, 14, 19, 24. 
"I'll give you ten minutes to get those answers," Virgil 
ended. 
Jarrell liked the sound of authority in Virgil's voice. 
He couldn't imagine how Virgil could have flunked. His 
parents ~ have held him~, he reasoned. 'Cause he's --
really smart. And thanks !£.hiE, old Group VI is ~ whole 
day ahead 2! ~ the others. 
10 
Virgil nodded at Jarrell. Jarrell didn't know what it 
meant until he saw that the others in the group were already 
studying the text, searching for the answers. He looked down 
at the lines of print and started searching, too, even before 
he knew what questions he should have been scanning for. 
Jarrell was staring at a picture of Indians in his 
history book. He was also staring at space. Sue Ann 
watched him. 
"Jarrell," she whispered softly. She reached over to 
move the book on top of his desk to get his attention. 
He glanced up. He could feel the tears filling up in 
his eyes. 
"Did you finish your questions?" She asked him so 
quietly that even Virgil couldn't have heard. 
Rather than trust his vOice, Jarrell tipped his paper up 
to show her his notes. He was only on the second question. 
"I'll do the last one for you. What number is it?" 
"Twenty-four." His whisper sounded hoarse to him. 
~, what ~ pretty girl, he thought. And is she ever 
understanding. He watched her scan through the chapter to 
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locate the answer. 
I'~ sorry, Sue Ann, he explained to her bowed head. I -
didn'1 ~ to ~ him ~ hard. I thought--~ thought--h!'d 
.f!l!--just fall and ~ ~ mad at ~. 
think he'£ ~ hurt. I'!!,! sorry. 
That's all. I didn't --- ---
Jarrell looked back at his history book. He didn't 
trust his eyes. He concentrated on not blinking. A tear 
could so easily slide down his cheek and land on his paper. 
And that would embarrass him. 
"Let's get started," Virgil commanded, "even if you're 
not completely finished." 
Jarrell knew that Virgil meant that he was the only one 
who hadn't looked up all his questions. Jarrell blushed. 
"Then," Virgil continued, without looking up at Jarrell, 
"we'll help each other on the last ones." 
That'~ extremely fair. Jarrell was actually surprised 
that Virgil would soften up that much. They'd only been to-
gether in this group for two weeks but Jarrell and the others 
had already figured Virgil for a slave driver when it came to 
grubbing for grades. 
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"Why s.hould we do his work?" Etta demanded, snubbing her 
nose at Jarrell. "He can do it on his own." And t.hen more 
quietly she added, "He did plenty on his own this morning." 
She looked directly at Jarrell. "You could have killed 
Clyde. Do you know that? You could have killed him, II she 
bitterly accused him. 
"Aw, Etta." David sounded as if he were trying to 
smooth things over. "He didn't mean it, I'm sure. It was 
just another prank." 
"Prank, huh? Clyde ends up in the hospital and it's 
just another prank?" 
"Well, he didn't mean it. Did you, Jarrell?" David 
turned to Jarrell for support. 
/lNo, I didn't mean it." His words came out strongly. 
Slowly but strongly. His own voice seemed to be giving him 
courage. He took a deep breath. "Gillie and stan and I 
just wanted to-_/I 
"Gillie and Stan? It's you I'm talking about. Why do 
you have to shift t.he blame? It's you. You're the one who 
pushed him." 
"Aw, Etta," David pleaded again. "Give him a chance. 
At least let him explain without interrupting. You want to 
find out what happened, don't you?/I 
"I know what happened. That creepy thing shoved poor 
little Clyde and now Clyde's in the .hospital. He's maybe 
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even dead now. We're sitting here talking and he's maybe 
even dead now." 
"Look, Etta." It was the first time Virgil had entered 
this conversation. All the students looked at him. "Jarrell 
said he didn't mean it. What more can he do? It's up to the 
doctors now." 
"Well, he can go find out how Clyde is, can't he?" She 
turned back to Jarrell. "You do care what happens to him, 
don't you?" 
"Sure, I care," Jarrell retorted. "But what can I do? 
I can't just get up right now and go to the hospital, can I?" 
His palms felt sweaty. 
"Well, the hospital's only two blocks away. You can go 
there at lunch time. And then you can come back and tell us 
how Clyde is. Maybe you'll get to see his parents. Maybe 
they can tell you how Clyde is." 
"I thought his parents weren't in town today. That's 
what you said to Gillie. Or had you forgot?" Jarrell was 
trying hard to put Etta on the spot. 
"No, I haven't forgot. I was just hoping that someone 
was able to reach them." Etta sounded very sad. 
"Yes." She nodded before he had a chance to ask again. 
"They went to Columbus to silop. I'm sure if you'd let them 
know you were going to put their son in the hospital, they 
would have cancelled the trip." 
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"You don't have any right to say that, Etta," Virgil 
reprimanded her. 
"He didn't have any right to shove Clyde, either." 
"I didn't say he did," Virgil answered. 
Jarrell was trying to think of a way to stop Etta's 
sharp tongue from further accusations. Maybe if I offer to 
do something. That would quiet her. He tried to think of 
something that might appease her. He didn't think he had the 
courage to actually go to the hospital. He could telephone. 
That way he wouldn't have to give his name. 
"Etta, I'll find out," Jarrell decided. "At noon. And 
then I'll come back and tell you. Okay?" 
Virgil answered for her. "Okay. By fifth hour, the 
entire class can lmow how he is." 
Jarrell had a sick feeling in his stomach. 
class! El fifth hour, the whole class ~ lmow. 
The whole 
Only they'll 
never ~ I didn't ~ 1£ ~ hospital. And they'll never 
lmow--from~, anyway--if. he'~ dead. If they say that he'~ 
~, 1'11 walk straight away ~ ~ cr~~y school and 
this crummy town. 
"Now, let's get these questions done," Virgil directed 
the group. "Sue Ann, you're first ... 
Sue Ann looked down at her paper. As she started read-
ing the question, Jarrell realized that when Etta was harass-
ing him, Sue Ann hadn't said a word. He wondered what she 
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thought. 
She must not blame ~ completely if she offered !£ ~ 
~ ~ ~ history Questions, he reasoned. 
Jarrell shuffled his feet, kicking the large chunks of 
white gravel that happened to be in his zig-zag path across 
the teachers' parking lot. He headed for the hospital. His 
intention was still not to go there, but to telephone instead. 
He vaguely remembered that there was a pnone booth on one of 
the corners of the hospital block. He hoped he remembered 
right. 
There were so many things he couldn't remember now. 
Like how all this got started. The morning raced through 
his mind again. 
~ and Gillie and 1 ~ shooting baskets in ~ ~. 
Clyde ~ standing at the door. 
stan--,2£ ~ it Gillie--yelled something like, "Come.2!! 
ani ~ in ~ ~." ~ much was okay. That ~ just 
including .ill:!!! in the fun. But ~ ~ had ~ ~ and say, 
"You little runt ... 
Jarrell imagined Clyde standing there--his glasses on 
16 
crooked, his shirt tail half out, his crazy cowboy belt that 
was ten sizes too big, and those Salvation Army hunting 
boots, also too big. 
Clyde had yelled back, "Shut ~." Jarrell was sure 
that had happened. But had he also given them the dirty 
gesture? Clyde did that often enough. Had he done it this 
morning? ~ ~ why ~ decided to trip him? To make him 
fall? Did he really flip ~ the~? Jarrell was dizzy 
with the questions. He wished he could sit down, but there 
','Vere no benches on the corner. 
Just across the street was the hospital. Jarrell 
surveyed the new structure. It ~ .is gigantic! When it 
was under construction, he had never stopped to consider 
its size. There must be a hundred doctors in there. I'm 
sure Clyde'~ o~ay. I'm sure he is. ----- All those doctors. 
Jarrell imagined little Clumsy Clyde lying on a big 
white bed in a huge white room, with lots of doctors in long 
white coats, all standing around his bed. Clyde's mother and 
father were sitting in chairs on the far side of the room. 
The father had his arm around the mother~ She was crying, 
but Jarrell couldn't hear her. He watched her wiping her 
tears with a white handkerchief. The doctors were speaking 
in low whispers. Jarrell didn't know '.vnat they could be 
saying. Then, all at once, they quit talking. And one of 
the doctors slowly lifted the sheet that covered Clyde's 
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little body and pulled it up higher to cover Clyde's head. 
He was dead. It had happened just then. 
Jarrell felt his body shivering. He wasn't cold. It 
wasn't even jacket weather. But he sure was scared. How 
long had he been standing there on the corner? Jarrell 
spotted the telephone booth and headed across the street 
toward it. 
I ~'! say who I ~, he reminded himself. I'l! just 
ask how he is. ----
Jarrell pushed open the door to the phone booth and 
reached for the directory. He thumbed through the pages 
until he located Memorial Hospital. He put one finger on 
the n~~ber and with his other hand fished for a dime from 
his pocket change and lifted up the receiver. 
He deposited the dime and carefully dialed the n~~ber, 
checking each digit in the directory. He kept track of the 
rings. One. Two. 
Then came the voice. "memorial Hospital. May I help 
you please?" 
"Ah, y-y-yes," Jarrell stammered. "C-could you tell me 
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something?" He noticed his palms were sweaty again. 
"Is it about one of our patients?" tile lady asked. She 
paused. "Or about our--" 
"Yes," Jarrell cut her short. "About-ah-Clyde-ah-Clay." 
"He was tile youngster brought in from the school this 
morning, wasn't he?" 
"Y-yes," he answered. "Is he b-better?" 
"Just a moment. Let me check." 
Jarrell waited. Much longer tb.an a moment. An eternity, 
it seemed to him. 
Finally the voice came back. "I'm sorry, but we're not 
allowed to give out any information about Clyde Clay until 
the next of kin has been notified." 
Jarrell was paralyzed. He's dead. I killed 
him. 
"Who is calling please?" 
Jarrell slammed down the receiver. He listened to the 
dime being eaten up. 
Get away from here. A little voice, not really part of 
him, seemed to be directing him. Jarrell pushed open the 
door and stepped out. It was lots cooler outside. He start-
ed walking. Not back to school. Away. Away from the 
school. Away from the hospital. 
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TWEEF. TWEEF. The noon whistle jarred Jarrell back to 
the present. Two tweefs, ~:30, Jarrell calculated. By three 
tweefs he was supposed to be back at school. By four, he was 
supposed to be sitting in class again. 
He's dead. I can't let the class know that. --- -------- --
Well, 1.'!!! ~ not going back--~. ~,~ kids, 
everybody--~ ~ mother--~ ~ ~. 
He wondered what the school authorities would do. Will 
they expel~? Ml Q.2£, maybe I'll have to ~ to jail. Or 
reform school. 
~, they'll ~ 12 find ~ first. 
Jarrell tried to figure out when he'd first be missed. 
At 2:30, he supposed. He was allowed to visit in the 
neighborhood until 5:30. Then he had to be home for supper. 
That was law, and since he always--or usually always--obeyed, 
he felt sure his mother would know something was wrong when 
5:30 would come and he wouldn't be there. 
Roll call. He'd forgot. At the beginning of the fifth 
period, the teachers took afternoon roll call. If any new 
names showed up on the afternoon absent list, those students' 
parents were telephoned. So. His mother would find out by 
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1:15. 1:30 at the latest. When the school called, his 
mother would say that he wasn't home. And the principal 
would tell her what happened. And within a few minutes, the 
police would be checking the buses and trains. Even the 
highways for hitchhikers. By two o'clock, they could have 
him in jail--behind bars. 
Jarrell cnecked his watch. He nad one hour and twenty 
minutes of freedom left. 
Or did he? 
If I return to school • • • He tried to think logical-
lye I'll have ~ time to escape. Mom won't be able to ------
call the school at .2,:,lQ--!!2, ~ :!!l1l be there. So she'll 
just think liE!! out late again. She'll make !: few phone 
calls. Find out I'm not around. Maybe E.l ~ .2! ~, 
Dad'll call the police. That means I'll nave to 4:30, to ........ ---.;..------ -
2:30, to 6:30, to 7:30, to 8:30, to 2:30. He counted the 
hours on his fingers. Six £E maybe seven hours to escape. 
Jarrell turned around and headed back to school. He 
checked his watch and started running. Not fast, though. He 
didn't want to arrive panting. He had enough time. The 
first school bell rang at 12:45. By the second bell, at 
12:54, the students were supposed to be inside the building. 
As he jogged along, he tried to plan out what he'd say 
to the kids. He didn't want to lie too much. But he couldn't 
outright say t~at the hospital hadn't notified the next of kin 
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yet. Then they'd know Clyde was dead. 
Maybe he could just say that Clyde was resting. That he 
couldn't have visitors yet. If he said "yet," would that 
make it sound like Clyde was in serious condition? 
He could say that Clyde was dismissed from the hospital. 
Then everything would be okay. Unless someone else got some 
information--like a radio report. A lot of kids listened to 
the radio at noon. 
Jarrell just couldn't decide what to say. He glanced at 
his watch again. 12:46. Two more blocks. Better use a 
little more steam. 
At the lockers, Jarrell was cornered. Stan and Gillie 
met him as he'd come in the front door but now Etta and Lois 
confronted the three. 
"Well, how is he?" Etta demanded. 
"I don't know. For sure," he answered. A dozen lines 
were being repeated inside Jarrell's head and he didn't know 
which ones to let out. He felt like a robot, just there to 
answer her questions. 
"I knew it. You didn't even go to the hospital," she 
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accused. 
Jarrell didn't answer. It seemed right--it seemed fair--
that he should have to stand there and take whatever abuse 
she would give him. 
"Creep," She seemed to spit the word at him. 
Etta turned around to leave but bumped into Virgil. 
"What's up, Etta?" Virgil asked her casually. 
obvious to everyone around that Etta was very upset. 
was just a mild word for her state. 
It was 
Angry 
"He didn't go to the hospital," she explained. "He said 
he'd go, but I knew he wouldn't." 
"Is that what he told you?" Virgil questioned her. 
"Not in so many words," she answered. "But he said he 
didn't know how Clyde is. So he didn't go to the hospital." 
"Let's ask him," Virgil suggested. 
Etta eyed him. "Okay," she sighed and turned to face 
Jarrell. 
"Well, Creep? What did you find out?" 
ItGod, Etta." It was Virgil's turn to sigh. "You used 
to be the friendliest girl in the class. What happened to 
all that Jesus-Christian stuff you're always talking about?" 
Etta looked down. The tears began to wet her cheeks. 
"It's just that he's so little. And he has two small 
brothers--dumber than he is. It's such a sad family." 
Lois put her arm around Etta and offered her a Kleenex. 
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Jarrell had never felt so crummy in all his life. 
"Etta," he began. "They said he was resting. They said 
that--they said that he couldn't have visitors. So I couldn't 
see him." 
"Thank God," Etta whispered. "I thought you were going 
to say that the hospital wouldn't give out any information 
until his parents had been located. I was so sure that they 
wouldn't be able to find his parents. But they must be there, 
if they told you how Clyde is," she concluded. 
1Nai t a minute. On !,.V. whenever they say "notify ~ 
of kin" it means so:neone's dead. --' - -- ~ ~ .2! right? Is he 
maybe not dead? 
In that moment, Jarrell felt glad that he'd returned to 
school. 
Maybe 1. ~'! have 1£ ~ away after m.. 
He couldn't say "Thanks, Etta," but he could think it. 
While the other students listened to Mr. Todd review 
the rules of volleyball, Jarrell reconsidered the lie he'd 
told. It ~ just ~ little ~, he tried to convince him-
self. Surely ~ 1 ~ ~ ~ anyway. 'Cause if Clyde 
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had died, the police would ~ ~~. ~ they would 
have questioned ~. 
And he ~'! ~ visitors until his parents ~. 
Otherwise, ~ visitor would ~ of his condition before the 
next .2f 1£!!! would. Maybe everything 1 ~ ~ is ~. 
But the receptionist's words played over and over in 
his mind, like a record with a catch in it. Each time there 
seemed to be a hidden message in her words. "Notify ~ 
~ 2f ~." ~'~ 12.2. impersonal. Why ~'t she say 
"parents"? 
Unless ~'~ really~. Maybe ~'~ impersonal because 
he's really~. 
Todd blew his whistle and the boys jumped up and stood 
with the toes of their tennis shoes on the black boundary 
line along the basketball floor. 
"Count off by two's," he directed, and he blew the 
whistle once again. 
"One. If 
"Two." 
"One." 
"Two." 
While the boys down the line were busy moving out onto 
the gym floor, Jarrell tried to sneak past some tenth grader. 
If Gillie could sneak the other way, then all three would end 
up on the same team. But the whistle stopped Jarrell. 
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"Jarrell Rife, back in line." Mr. Todd waved a fist at 
him. "You're not playing fair." 
Jarrell could have guessed he would say that. 
As he stepped back next to stan and Gillie, Stan 
whispered, "It doesn't hurt to try." 
"Play fair." 
"Surely ~ ~ take 2:! if ~ little kid calls ~ 
names." 
Why ~ 1 always ~ ~ !2 blame? stan and Gillie and 
I plotted this~. So I'£!!!!£! ~ only ~ to blame. 
Understand? 
Jarrell imagined himself saying that to a man in a blue 
uniform. 
Miss Carey stood at the door, passing out the dittoed 
sheets with the usual Monday's writing assignment. 
Jarrell took one without looking at her. "Thank you," 
he mumbled. 
"You're welcome, Jarrell." She smiled. 
How can she smile when she knows what I've done? Damn 
hypocrite. 
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Jarrell slammed his books on his desk. He didn't want 
to do the writing assignment. He didn't want to stay in 
school. He didn't want to be blamed for the accident. And 
he was tired of hearing stan and Gillie badger him about how 
they all had to stick together on what they were going to say 
to Mr. Farley. 
stan jabbed Jarrell. "Got a pen, Jarrell?" he asked. 
"Yup. You need one?" Jarrell flipped through his note-
book until he came to the new sheets. He snapped open the 
binder and grabbed ten or so pieces of paper. 
"If you got an extra." 
"Paper, too?" Jarrell asked. He knew he should try to 
be friendly. After all, it wasn't anyone's fault but his. 
At least it was his more than Stan and Gillie's. 
"No, thanks, just the pen." 
"Students, please take your seats and read over the 
assignment." 
Jarrell listened to Miss Carey's directions. He watched 
the other kids getting prepared for the hour of writing. 
Pencils, paper, and dictionaries cluttered the thirty-some 
desk tops. Miss Carey moved to her desk and started taking 
notes on the students' progress. Jarrell was glad that for 
once he had done what was expected. He didn't need the extra 
"Time to begin, Jarrell," from Miss Carey, nor the extra 
black mark on his progress card. 
27 
Jarrell glanced at Gillie. He was sitting two seats 
away. Most of the students were quietly reading their 
assig~~ent sheets and even Gillie was reading. Out of the 
corner of his eye, Jarrell saw that Miss Carey was watching 
him. He tried to look as though he were really concentrating. 
The writing assignment had to do with the story they'd 
read last Friday. Jarrell scanned through the page, trying 
to pick out the purpose of the assignment. Miss Carey always 
made them write the purpose of the assignment on the top of 
their rough drafts, so they'd know where they were going. 
Jarrell wondered where he was going. After school, for 
instance. Should he go home? Or out to the highway to hitch-
hike? 
A loud male voice interrupted his t~inking. Farley. 
Jarrell didn't even have to turn around to know who it was. 
All at once he knew where he'd be gOing in a few seconds--
he'd be going into the principal's office, not "going" any-
w~ere on his English theme. 
"Could I please see a couple of your students during 
this period, Miss Carey? Ah, one at a time, if that's okay 
with you?" 
"Certainly, Mr. Farley." 
Don'.! let him take ~, Miss Carey. I didn't do it. I 
~, I didn'.! ~ to i2 it. Please, Miss Carey. 
She continued, "We're working on a writing assignment, 
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so it should be very convenient for a student to leave and 
return to his assignment ... 
"Fine," the principal said. "Could I please see Etta 
Pratt first?" 
"Of course." 
Jarrell watched Miss Carey smile. She turned to Etta, 
who was sitting in the front row. "Etta?" 
"Yes, Miss Carey," Etta replied. "Shall I take my 
books?" 
stupid question, Jarrell thought. ~ just wants you !2E 
~ ~ minutes, ~, not ~ whole ~ year. 
~, ~, I should ~ !l books. Because 1 probably 
~'1 ~ coming back--~. 
Jarrell watched Etta brush off her skirt as she walked 
down the aisle. Yup, Jarrell thought, gotta l£.2! ~ for 
~ ~ principal. ~,you ~'t catch ~ straightening 
~ for~. 
Jarrell looked back at his paper. He wondered who would 
be called next. He'd be called, sure, but he'd be last. He 
was certain of that. 
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When Etta returned to English class so soon, Jarrell be-
came frightened. And when she told the teacher that he was 
the one who was wanted in the office next, he panicked. He 
tried to conceal his fear. He knew he'd give it away if he 
looked at either stan or Gillie, so he watched his feet in-
stead of sneaking a glance at his buddies. 
Good old Virgil gave him a bolster though. As Jarrell 
passed his seat, Virgil looked up and said, "Give 'em hell." 
Jarrell really appreciated that comment. It made him 
feel that he might make it through the ordeal after all. 
But by the time he reached the stairway, Jarrell had 
forgotten about Virgil and was contemplating his escape. He 
could actually walk down the stairs and out the front door. 
But that would be like an instant alert. Probably within 
five minutes, the authorities would be scouting the country-
side, searching for the convict. 
On the other hand, facing Mr. Farley might not be ~ 
terrible. The worst he could get would be a bawling out. 
Mr. Farley wouldn't hit him, so he didn't have to fear any 
physical punishment. That might come later if some judge put 
him in jail, but Mr. Farley wouldn't dare touch him. 
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Jarrell sat up stiffly in his chair. He hated himself 
for it, because he was sure that Etta had done the same thing. 
And yet he wasn't cocky enough to sit comfortably. He figured 
he might as well make things as easy as possible for himself, 
and sitting up straight made him feel that would be one less 
thing for Mr. Farley to yell at him for. 
He eyed the principal as the man rounded his fancy 
executive desk and sat down. Then the two of them stared at 
each other. Jarrell didn't dare look away. It would mean 
that he was guilty. At least he thought Mr. Farley would 
think so. 
After a minute, Mr. Farley slammed his fist down on the 
desk top. And Jarrell, of course, jumped. He looked down. 
His knuckles had turned white, he had gripped the edges of 
the chair so hard. Now he was afraid--really afraid. 
The principal reached for his phone and dialed a number. 
Jarrell cautiously watched him but quickly turned away each 
time he thought that the principal might shift his eyes to 
look at him. 
Mr. Farley tapped his fingers on his desk while he waited 
for someone on the other end of the line to answer. Jarrell 
tried to guess whom he'd be calling. Maybe his mother. If 
~'E. ~ number ~'E. phoning, ~ !!!ll ~ someone ~~. 
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Jarrell was sure of that. His mother didn't go anywhere in 
the afternoons or else she'd miss the soap operas. She'd be 
there--to find out the bad news about her son. 
Then Mr. Farley spoke and Jarrell knew what number he 
had dialed. 
"This is Mr. Farley again. Have Mr. and Mrs. Clay 
arrived?" 
Jarrell could guess what the answer would be. A big 
"No." 
"Thank you. And I'm sorry to have bothered you. It's 
just that I'm so concerned. Good-by." He ~ung up the 
receiver and looked at Jarrell again. 
Jarrell got the message. He was the one who wasn't - --
concerned. Everyone else--including the principal--was 
concerned, but he wasn't, huh? Jarrell wanted to tell the 
principal that his thinking was all wrong, but the principal 
interrupted his thoughts. 
"And where do you suppose the Clays are?" Mr. Farley 
demanded. 
Jarrell sunk back into the chair. He realized that Mr. 
Farley must have asked Etta the same question and now she knew 
that he'd lied to her at noon. In fact, probably the whole 
class now knew that he was a liar--on top of being the one 
to blame for the accident. Etta would spread the word. 
Mr. Farley leaned forward. "Well, where?" 
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Jarrell shrugged his shoulders and pretended that he 
wasn't sitting there, suffering. 
"Look at me wilen I'm talking to you," Mr. Farley 
shouted at Jarrell. 
Jarrell tried to look the man in the eyes, but he felt 
that at any moment he might break down and start crying. He 
wished now that he'd run away from school after he'd made the 
phone call to the hospital. Not only was this hell, sitting 
here with Mr. Farley, but he'd have to face another hell when 
he returned to class. For sure now, he'd run away the minute 
school was dismissed. 
Jarrell looked away. He just couldn't •••• 
~ir. Farley sla:n..'Iled his fist down on the desk again and 
stood up. "You better call your parents. Tell them to get 
here as soon as possible. Use this phone." He slid the 
telephone in front of Jarrell. 
"And then you stay right here, right in that .chair, 
until they come." 
1~. Farley stormed out of the office, banging the door 
as he left. 
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Jarrell felt the tears on his cheeks. He imagined that 
when his mother would find out, she, too, would be crying. 
Without even bothering to wipe away his tears, he carefully 
dialed his home phone. 
His mother answered right away. 
"Mom," he started, and the sobs came. 
NOW, at least, he wouldn't have to face the class and 
he wouldn't have to run away. 
"Jarrell?" his mother asked. "Are you okay, son?" 
He took a deep breath and tried to talk. "Mom, I'm 
sorry. I didn't mean for it to turn out this way." 
His mother was talking but Jarrell just barely heard 
her words. He ','Vas thinking instead about Clyde. And the 
big white room. And the father with his arm around the 
mother. And the doctor pulling up the sheet over Clyde's 
face. 
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VIRGIL BAILEY 
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He glanced at the clock. 8:34. 1f. ~ ~ probation 
officer ~ ~, 1 ~ say it happened at 8:34. 
Concentrate. Concentrate. ~~? On ~ ~? 
Otherwise, .! think I'!!! going ~ puke ~ EL damn breakfast. 
Virgil closed his eyes and turned away from the blood. 
He bumped into a desk. None of the other students seemed to 
notice. Most of them were pushing closer to see Clyde. Like 
vultures. Circling closer and closer ~ their~. Virgil 
wedged through the students and yanked open a window. 
Really dumb. It's their fault. - - --- --- All 
. of them. Now ~'ll have that god damn investigator again • 
I can tell him. .! ~ tell him 11 happened all right. It -
happened at 8:34. 
He looked back up to measure the progression of the 
black hands. It was still 8:34. Then 8:35. And finally 
8:36. 
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Virgil pulled his old railroad watch out of his jeans 
pocket. He wound it and set the hands at 9:02. From 
experience he knew that it took him two minutes to sneak 
from the gym to the boiler room by way of the outside doors. 
He didn't dare use the regular hallways. Todd might catch 
him. Todd had already caught Virgil skipping one class this 
year, and a second violation in Todd's fair play system 
might result in an official confrontation with Farley--
which really meant an automatic out-the-door kick--especially 
for a kid who had to report to a probation officer once a 
week. 
The boiler room smelled slightly of stale smoke. 
Virgil wedged behind the furnace and sat down on the cool 
cement floor. Still, it'~ better than that stuffy ~ ~ 
room. Virgil considered this the only private spot in the 
school, provided you didn't bring a buddy along and 
provided that the teachers didn't come in to have a smoke. 
Virgil listened patiently for the hollow clicks of the 
doorknob to announce visitors. 2:Q§. His muscles tensed. 
Though he didn't know why. Last year he'd been down here 
ninety-four times--ninety-four periods--almost ninety-four 
hours! And he'd never been caught, once he was behind the 
pipes and the furnace. He knew no one could spot him. The 
only trick was not to cough. At least when the furnace 
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wasn't running. 
The doorknob clicked and Virgil leaned forward to peer 
through the water pipes at his invaders. 
3nter Benson and Todd. Just like "Enter the Sharks," 
in the play Miss Carey had them reading last week. Virgil 
could tolerate the afternoon heat in Miss Carey's room as 
long as they could read about gang fights. 
Virgil listened intently to the conversation. 
"I guess Miss Carey didn't need to attend that short 
teachers' meeting." Benson sighed. "God, I feel sorry for 
her. What a thing to happen to a first year teacherl" 
"What a thing to happen to little Clumsy Clyde! Nice 
climax to lli first four weeks in a regular classroom," Todd 
added. 
"Right," Benson agreed. "I wonder waere the Clays are." 
"Maybe they're just out in the fields," Todd offered. 
"Or he's :nilking that goat and she's in the outhouse. 
God, what poverty!" Benson exclaimed. 
Virgil wondered what Benson would think of the poverty 
in his family. They had to have French toast and pancakes 
for dinners, not breakfasts. 
"Think he'll pull through?" Todd asked. "Farley painted 
a pretty black picture." 
Virgil admired Todd for really caring about his 
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students. 
"Well, it only happened a few minutes ago. I'm glad 
he called us in though. I've got that group next hour." 
"Why don't you get them started talking," Todd suggested. 
"Ask them what really happened." 
Then again, Virgil figured Todd was somewhat of an ass. 
"Are you kidding?" Benson asked. "That's Pandora's box. 
By the way, did you hear about the phone call that Farley got 
from Mrs. Clay last week?" 
"No, what was it?" 
"She said something about wanting things changed. She 
actually demanded that something be done about Stan, Gillie, 
and Jarrell. Especially Jarrell. She wanted him transferred 
into a lower class. She said that Clyde's been waking up 
in the middle of the night screaming that Jarrell's going to 
get him--going to cut him up with a knife." 
"Hell. Jarrell doesn't even carry a knife." 
Benson shrugged. "I hope you're right." That ended 
their talk. 
1 know you'~ right, Virgil wanted to tell Todd. If he 
did carry ~ knife, I'd ~ about it. He'~ just ~ punk with 
~ terribly cruel mouth, ~'~ all. No knife. 
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Virgil viewed his life in terms of control. At each 
point in time, he was either winning or losing. He was 
winning when he was in control and he was losing when some-
one was in control of him. 
In American history class, Virgil was definitely in 
control. Even the students in his group would have to judge 
things that way. After all, they did everything that Virgil 
directed them to do. When he assigned questions, they 
looked up the answers. When he said it was discussion time, 
they discussed. When he aaid his group would be the first 
to take the chapter exam, they agreed. Maybe half-heartedly, 
but they agreed. And now, because of his directions, his 
group was ahead of all the others. 
Virgil didn't expect than~s. Just obedience. That was 
why he tried to make all his directives fair ones--just like 
tne king in The Little Prince. Last year, his English 
teacher had read that book to the class. Then she'd made each 
student a "king" for a week. During each week, the students 
had worked in groups on their assignments, but they had 
worked according to the directions of their king. When 
Virgil had been king, his group had finished their work on 
lNednesday, and so on Thursday and Friday, Virgil had directed 
them to play Monopoly in class. 
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In Benson's history class, the groups weren't assigned 
kings. In fact, none of the kids even knew about kings; but 
then, none of the other kids had flunked either •. So, since 
Virgil enjoyed being king and since it made him feel very 
much in control, he decided to take charge of Group VI. 
Virgil had pushed the students and he was pleased that his 
group was labeled "the most studious" by Benson. It would, 
however, be a long time before they might be able to play 
Monopoly. 
Time, Virgil felt, was the thing that they had to keep 
fighting. And by pushing the students ahead in their studies, 
Virgil was convinced that he and the students would be winning 
the race to control time. 
Nonetheless, a king has to be realistic. Thus, under 
the circumstances of this unusual Monday morning, Virgil, 
the self-appointed king, decided to relax his authority a 
little. When the students in Group VI began to talk--
actually argue--Virgil decided it would be best to let them 
continue. 
Etta was fuming mad at Jarrell--Virgil realized that 
much. And if he were to have control over her, he'd have 
to allow her to let off a little steam--under his direction, 
of course. Virgil felt he knew when to step in, when to 
take control again. One thing, he recalled from last year's 
kingship, was that he couldn't let any of his subjects be 
41 
unfair to the others. He had to watch out for them all. 
For example, Jarrell. He knew that Jarrell was just 
a victim. That what had happened that morning was just an 
accident. Thus Virgil knew it was time to take over when 
Etta became unfair to Jarrell--accusing him of what even 
Jarrell should consider to be an accident. 
"Look, Etta." Virgil figured he'd first try to reason 
with her. David had already tried and wasn't successful; 
but if the king spoke, Etta should listen and weigh his 
words. 
"Jarrell said he didn't mean it. What more can he do?" 
Virgil thought his reasoning sounded very logical and his 
words very i~portant. 
"V/ell, he can go find out how Clyde is, can't he?" she 
retorted. 
Virgil was surprised at her insolence. She turned on 
Jarrell again, and Virgil was so stunned that he just listened 
to the two of them continue the battle. 
Yet Virgil knew it was his responsibility to direct 
the group. He was, after all, the oldest. So at the next 
cruel outburst from Etta, he interrupted her. "You don't 
have any right to say that, Etta," he cautioned her. 
And again, ~tta spoke back to the king. "He didn't 
have any right to shove Clyde either." 
She was sort of correct in that statement, but Virgil 
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couldn't let her know that. "I didn't say he did," he 
responded lamely. 
Then a small miracle happened. Jarrell, on his own, 
volunteered to go to the hospital and to report back to 
the class on Clyde's condition. 
Virgil sat up straight, relieved to be through with 
this petty discussion. "Okay. By fifth hour, the entire 
class can know how he is. Now, let's get these questions 
done." 
He looked at the group. They seemed willing. 
"Sue Ann, you're first," he said and looked at his own 
question sheet, ready to write down the answer she would 
give them. 
Sitting in the chair, opposite Farley, Virgil didn't 
feel in control. In fact, just being in this office, made 
Virgil feel that he was losing. Every other time he'd been 
in that office, he'd lost. Sure, Farley played it so that 
Virgil was supposed to think that he'd won a little, but 
Virgil was smarter than that. He knew that Farley was king--
especially in his own office and his own school. 
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Farley coughed. Virgil knew that that was an introduc-
tion to something important. He looked up so that the 
principal would know that he had his attention. 
"Tell me what happened this morning in homeroom, Virgil," 
Farley began. 
Why should 1, Virgil wanted to know. But he acknowl-
edged that Farley's power spread further into the world than 
it should--all the way, for example, to Dave Marston, Virgil's 
probation officer. If Farley ever felt that Virgil was 
being the least bit uncooperative, Dave Marston would be the 
one to relay that tidbit of information to. Virgil knew he 
had to answer Farley. 
"Well, sir." Virgil realized how important it was to 
say "sir." "I think it was an accident." 
"What do you mean, an 'accident'?" the prinCipal 
questioned. 
"Well, sir, the boys were just horsing around. They do 
it every morning. It was just an accident that someone fell." 
Farley tilted his head and looked puzzled--as if he 
didn't believe that such a thing could be possible--especially 
at his school. 
"I mean, sir, anyone might have fallen any morning," he 
volunteered. 
Farley changed the line of conversation. "Tell me about 
Clyde Clay. Who are his friends? Why do the kids dislike 
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him? Or do so~e like him?" 
"Clyde doesn't have any real friends, sir. Well, maybe 
one. Ztta Pratt. She's his next-door neighbor. What I mean 
is, he doesn't have any boy friends. Most of the girls are 
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his friends. At least they're always looking out for him. 
To make sure the others don't take advantage of him. Do 
you know what I mean, sir?" 
"No, please explain." Farley's words sounded like the 
directions to an essay question on Benson's history exam. 
"Well, since he's so short, other kids pick on him--
push him around, ta~e his pencils, hide his books--little 
things like that. And the girls watch out for him. To see 
that no one takes advantage of him." 
"I see." Farley scratched his head. Virgil had seen 
him do that so often he figured that it must be a necessary 
action for Farley's thinking to take place. 
"Who are these 'other kids'? His homeroom classmates?" 
"Some are. Some aren't. If Clyde goes into the student 
lounge or the library or the noon study hall, someone's 
bound to pick on him. You see, if no one's picking on him, 
he'll do something to cake them pick on him." 
"You mean he starts the trouble?" 
"Sometimes, yes. He'll sneak someone's math paper or 
break someone's pencil. He's pretty sneaky, and that's why 
lots of extra things get blamed on him--because of his past 
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record." 
"Well, then. About this morning. Did he start the 
trouble?" 
"I don't know, sir." 
"Let me put it another way. Ah. Who was involved in 
the scuffle?" 
Virgil could sense that Farley was becoming irritated. 
"I think Jarrell Rife was the one who pushed him. But there 
were others involved, too." 
"Which others?" 
"I'm not sure, sir." 
"Why did they do it?" 
"I'm not so sure about that either, sir." 
Farley appeared to be getting bored. He sighed. "Will 
you find out the details, Virgil? All the details?" He 
stared hard at the boy in front of him. 
"I don't know if I can, sir." I sure as hell don't want ---------
to do your dirty work for you, sir. "I mean, I didn't 
actually see what was going on everywhere." 
Farley turned to look out of the window. "By the way, 
Dave and I'll be having coffee together--just after school." 
He paused. "You'll drop by my office this afternoon and tell 
me what you've learned?" 
When Farley turned back to him, Virgil nodded. He under-
stood. Shitty king. He wished he had enough nerve to say 
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it to his face. Just once. 
Virgil grabbed a lunch tray, added a carton of choco-
late milk, and crossed the hallway to the gym. At the door, 
he surveyed the crowded tables. He spotted Gillie and Stan 
and headed toward their table. 
"Mind if I join you?" he asked the boys casually as he 
walked by. 
"Sure, go ahead," Stan answered. 
Gillie glared at Stan. "We're almost done, though," 
Gillie added. 
Virgil saw that they were on the apple crisp. "That's 
okay. I can finish alone," he assured them. "Hey, where's 
Jarrell? Did he go to the hospital?" 
"Yes," Gillie nodded. 
Virgil could tell that Stan and Gillie didn't want to 
talk with him. 
"God, is Miss Carey in trouble!" Virgil tried to sound 
like he was confiding in them, sharing a very important 
secret. 
"Miss Carey? How come?" Gillie asked. 
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"Because of this morning," Virgil replied. 
"Why?" Gillie wanted to know. 
Virgil smiled tolerantly. "Because it happened in her 
room, of course." 
"But it wasn't n.er fault," Stan defended his teacher. 
"She didn't do it." 
"Hell, I know she didn't. But she gets blamed anyway 
just because it happened in her room. Just an accident," 
he :nused, "and she gets blamed." 
He slyly glanced at tne two boys to try to detect what 
they were thinking. 
stan's face was starting to get red. "Hey," Stan added, 
"that's not fair." 
"It was •.• it was just an a.ccident, right?" Virgil 
wished that the conversation were a little more spontaneous. 
It was a bother to keep planning traps. 
"Sure it was," Stan answered quickly. 
"That's what I told Farley. That I thought it was just 
an accident." 
"You told Mr. Farley?" Gillie questioned him. 
"Why did you tell him that?" Stan asked at the same time. 
"He asked me," Virgil answered Stan. 
"When?" stan was biting his fingernails. 
Virgil knew the boys were getting pretty upset and so he 
took his time in answering their questions. 
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"Then he'll ask you why." Virgil tried to appear 
knowledgeable. 
"And we'll say. • •• We'll tell him about this morning. 
Clyde shot us the bird when we were shooting baskets. So 
we--" 
Virgil interrupted Stan. "We?" he questioned. 
"Yes, ~--Jarrell, Gillie here, and me. We decided to 
trip him as he came into class." Stan was really talking now. 
Virgil was persistent. "Will you tell Farley that?" 
"I don't know." Stan was wavering now. "Maybe. If 
we three confess to getting even with Clyde, it'll be easier 
on Jarrell. But he was responsible for that last shove." 
"May I suggest something?" Virgil liked the role of 
older brother. 
"'\Vhat?" Gillie was back in the conversation now. 
"That you tell him that Clyde did something more than 
just put his finger in the air." 
"Why?" asked Gillie. "What difference would it make?" 
"Well, if you said you were trying to teach Clyde a 
lesson, say, for sneaking your math papers or something, 
then maybe Parley would understand. He's kind of like Todd 
and that fair-play system. Some things are allowed. Some 
aren't. And one little finger in the air is not something 
that is easy to explain as a reason for a shove--especially 
a hard shove that puts a kid in the hospital." 
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"Well, I guess you're right," Gillie agreed. 
"I guess so, too," stan added. 
"Well," Virgil continued, trying to put the boys at 
ease now. "That's the way it is with Farley. I just thought 
you'd like to know. Hell, I guess I ought to know. I've 
been around here a lot longer than you guys have." 
"Well, hey, thanks, Virg." 
"Ya, thanks for the advice," Gillie chimed in. "We'll 
say we were teaching him a lesson for stealing our science 
papers last week." 
"Good idea," Stan agreed. "Even Mr. Mills could verify 
our story, because not one of us turned in our definitions 
on Thursday." 
All of a sudden Virgil felt guilty. He had baited the 
boys and had got tne information he needed. But at least he 
had made them see the logic in fixing up a good story for the 
principal. And now. What the hell do I do with this 
information? God, I hate Farley. Why do l always feel ~ 
I'm selling out !£ ~im? 
Virgil stood up. 
"Hey, we'll wait til you finish," Stan offered. 
"No thanks. I'm not hungry." And then Virgil added, 
"Hell, let's get out of this crowded room." 
The three boys took their trays and headed for the gym 
door. 
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Virgil was sitting in his second study hall of the day. 
The rest of his class had either P. E. or ~usic, but since 
Virgil had passed both of those last year, he was honored 
with another study hall. That made Monday, Wednesday, and 
Friday double study hall days for him. And today, as usual, 
he didn't have any assignments to keep himself occupied. He 
read the morning paper again and he got two long drinks at 
the fountain in the hall. He even looked up a word in the 
unabridged dictionary just so he'd have an excuse to be up 
and walking around. 
On his way back from the dictionary table, he stopped 
at the teacher's desk. Miss Carey was in charge. 
"What are we doing in English today?" he asked her. 
"Let's see. In your class we're writing a theme, 
Virgil," she said. 
He chuckled at the "we're." There was no way that she'd 
be writing a theme. That was just her busy assignment for 
the kids. 
"It's based on Anne Frank's diary selections that we 
read last week. Do you remember that?" 
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He did, and, in fact, he'd enjoyed the slides she'd 
snowed tnem of the building where the Fran~s lived in their 
hiding. "Yes, ma'am," he answered her. 
Virgil didn't like to talk too much about things past 
Especially things that were sad or tragic. To evade more 
of Miss Carey's questions, he explained to her that Farley 
wanted to see him. He leaned over to write his name on the 
sign-out sheet. He didn't really want to talk to Farley, but 
it did give him something to do for the rest of study hall. 
Shuffling down the hallway, he admitted to himself that 
to sign the "out" sheet was an impulsive thing to do. He had 
toyed with the idea of just forgetting the whole matter with 
Farley. But then, on the other hand, Farley wouldn't forget. 
So it was probably a good idea to get it over with. 
He realized that he hadn't planned out what he wanted to 
tell Farley. He felt he had to be prepared to answer a lot 
of questions, so his story had better hang together properly. 
He told himself that he'd decide what to say as he walked 
from the second floor steps down to the office. Really, 
tnere wasn't much of a choice. The cnoice was to tell or not 
to tell. Certainly not what to tell--1U11ess he could 
fabricate some fantastic story that Farley would believe--
without asking any others to verify. And that would have to 
be realistic, because for sure, at least Jarrell would be 
called in to give Farley his version. 
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As he started down the steps, Virgil had the urge to 
sneak into gym class and gather all the homeroom boys to-
gether and make them swear to give the sa~e story to Farley--
that Clyde had just accidently tripped over his own feet. 
Then he'd sneak into music class and make the girls promise 
the same. That way, no one would get blamed for a thing. 
Not Gillie, not Stan, and especially not Jarrell. It wasn't 
anyone's fault. Sure, those boys had really planned to trip 
Clyde. But they did that all the time. This time, however, 
the results of the prank were different. Virgil couldn't 
deny that. And yet, if Clyde had just fallen and got up--
and probably given his assailants a verbal barrage of four-
letter words--no one would have had to investigate the 
incident. But, in this case, it seemed to be a federal 
crime. 
Virgil couldn't see the justice in blaming Jarrell for 
this and not for other times. It was the sa~e sort of deal 
he'd been caught for. A prank. One he'd pulled many times 
before. And yet when he was caught with a Bic ballpoint 
pen--one that he hadn't even stolen that time but had tak-
en two days before--and his buddy had put the blame on him, 
the judge decided his shoplifting was a crime. Virgil had 
offered to pay for the d~~ pen, ten times the price, in 
fact, but the store manager was determined to see Virgil 
in court. Virgil just couldn't see the justice in it. He'd 
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shoplifted as many ti~es before and never been caught. It 
was the store owner's fault for being so lax. It actually 
served him right to be robbed, when he couldn't even protect 
his merchandise. So, since Virgil had never once been caught, 
where was the logic in being so harshly punished when it was 
his first offense--and because of such a minor item which 
was not even stolen that day? And especially when he'd 
offered to pay for the pen. Why couldn't the man have 
simply accepted the ~oney and stopped there? Why did he have 
to go to court? And then, why did they trick Dale, his best 
buddy, into testifying against him? That part was the most 
unfair. 
And now Virgil was in Dale's position. Not that he was 
Jarrell's buddy. They were just casual friends. But he 
didn't want to accuse anyone of anything--even if he were 
guilty. He didn't want Farley to put him in ti1.at position. 
Virgil was on the last step now. He felt his shoulders 
droop. He knew he was defeated. At least he'd had the fore-
sight to make stan and Gillie see that they needed good justi-
fication for the shoving. Farley would have to admit that 
teaching Clyde a lesson fell into his realm of fair play. 
He walked into the principal's office and tried to smile 
at the secretary. "Mrs. Stanton," i1.e began, "may I please 
see Mr. Farley if he's not busy now?" 
She returned his half-smile. "Yes, Virgil. Let me 
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see if he Can spare a little time now." 
She lifted a phone and pressed a red button. He listen-
ed to a phone ringing in the inner office. Virgil remembered 
a bell ringing when his court case had been decided. It had 
been the Liberty Bell in the square. It hadn't meant liberty 
for him. But at least the ordeal had been over. He wished 
now that this ordeal were over. He already hated himself for 
what he was going to have to say. 
Farley leaned back in his chair and smiled what Virgil 
called his King Shit grin. And to Farley's questions, Virgil 
politely responded with all of the answers that the principal 
wanted to hear. 
Clay. 
Yes, someone was to blame--that was Jarrell Rife. 
Yes, others were involved--Stan Fuller and Gillie Carr. 
Yes, they had plotted ahead of time to get Cllli~sy Clyde 
Yes, he, Virgil Bailey, had been a witness to the entire 
accident. 
And yes, he could say, for sure, that Jarrell was out to 
get even with Clyde. Thus, for sure, it was Jarrell's fault. 
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And what about Mr. Farley's yeses? Were there any 
promises to Jarrell? Any rewards? 
Of course not. No mention of Dave Marston. No good 
word to pass on to the probation officer that Virgil was 
being cooperative. 
Virgil's only consolation was that Farley wasn't 
threatening to go to Dave Marston with bad news--no good 
words--but at least no bad words. Virgil went out of the 
office, not fearing another investigation. 
Little consolation, Virgil thought as he gently shut the 
door to Farley's office, wishing instead that he could shout 
some obscenity and slam the door on the guy in charge. 
Virgil considered skipping English class. But since he 
had talked to Miss Carey in study hall, he thought she might 
recall that he was here today and might turn in his name on 
an absent slip. So he, along with the other thirty-six 
students, meekly walked into the last class of the day. 
Virgil took his seat in the back. He liked it there--
especially this hot afternoon. Today he didn't actually 
mind writing an ~nglish theme. The only thing he did mind 
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was meeting Jarrell. He wanted to avoid him. Not that 
Jarrell would know that Virgil had been the first one to 
squeal on him. But Jarrell might eventually figure out that 
so~eone was to blame for the trouble he'd be sure to get in. 
And then Jarrell might come back to ask Virgil what he'd 
said to Farley. 
Jarrell, stan, and Gillie walked into the classroom to-
gether. Virgil watched them split up and turn down different 
aisles to their assigned seats. 
'Nhen Jarrell turned around in his seat, Virgil quickly 
looked down at the blank paper on his desk and pretended to 
be busy getting ready to do the writing assignment. Only 
when two girls took their seats in front of Virgil did he 
feel comfortable enough to even look up. And by that time, 
Jarrell, too, was making preparations for the hour of writing. 
Virgil wondered how it would be tomorrow in history 
class--to have to work with Jarrell in the group. But if he 
acted as if everything were normal, then Jarrell couldn't 
suspect a thing. Still, it would take a little effort to 
look Jarrell in the eye. At least the first time. That's 
what Dale had told him later, after the trial and after they 
were friends again. 
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That first time came sooner than Virgil had expected. 
Etta had been called to the office and when she returned from 
her chat with Farley, she announced that it was Jarrell who 
was wanted in the office next. 
Jarrell stood up and quickly turned to leave. With his 
head bent down, he trudged along the aisle. 
As he neared Virgil's seat, he seemed to slow up a little 
little. Virgil glanced up and their eyes caught. 
"Give 'em hell," Virgil advised. 
Jarrell smiled, sheepishly. "Ya," he responded. And 
added, "Thanks." 
1Nhich made Virgil feel hollow inside. 
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ETTA PRATT 
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Etta walked through the classroom door to homeroom. The 
room v'Ias quiet, even though there were many students in it. 
Miss Carey and rr.r. Farley were kneeling down next to someone. 
Etta could see a leg that looked badly twisted. She moved to 
one side to try to see the face of tne injured student. 
Nicki grabbed her arm and motioned for Etta to move to 
the other side of the room. "Stan and Gillie were involved," 
she explained as she guided Etta by the arm around some 
students wh,o were blocking the view. "But jarrell was the 
one who pushed Clyde and made him fall." 
"Oh, my God," Etta whispered when she saw his face. He 
was white. A little blood was flowing out of his mouth. And 
he was still. Very still. "He's dead," she whispered to 
Nicki. 
"No, he's not dead," she reassured Etta. "He's uncon-
scious though." 
But the words were not very convinCing for Etta. She 
felt dizzy. Things began to take on funny shapes in front of 
her eyes. She reached out for the nearest desk. Nicki took 
her books, helped her sit down, and made her put her head 
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between her knees. 
ed. 
"The ambulance should be here in a minute," she explain-
3tta looked up at her. "Tell me what happened, Nicki." 
"First you tell me what Clyde's telephone number is. 
Let's make sure that his parents get here right away." 
"Okay. It's 633-4501--oh, no. They aren't here today." 
Etta put her hand to her forehead. 
"Where are they?" 
"They're out of town. Columbus, I think." Etta was 
trying hard to remember. "Yes, Columbus. When I was over 
there on Saturday, Mrs. Clay said they'd be going to Columbus 
today. To do some shopping. Jamie's going to get some new 
clothes. They were going to take the two little boys." 
"Maybe they haven't left yet." 
"They have," Stta sighed. "They dropped off Clyde at 
school. Early. He didn't ride the bus." 
"Are you sure?" 
"Sure, I':n sure. Clyde sits with me all the time and 
he ',vasn' t on the bus this morning. Saturday he even had an 
argument with his mother because he wanted to go on the trip. 
I wish he had of," she ended. 
Etta tried to get another glance at Clyde. She leaned 
around two boys who had just stood up in front of her. 
"Just remain seated, fellows,1I the man in white direct-
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ed the boys. 
"Maybe you could keep everyone back," the second 
attendant added. 
"Boy, they vvere quick. II Etta seemed surprised. 
"Thank God the hospital's only two blocks away." 
"How long ago did the accident happen?" she asked 
Nicki. 
"Not more than ten minutes," Nicki answered. She 
fingered her watch. 
The girls watched the men gently turn Clyde onto a 
canvas stretcher and then lift him up onto the cot that was 
on wheels. Etta noticed that some sort of splint was already 
attached to the one leg. 
One man held Clyde's wrist and kept glancing at a 
watch. He dropped the lifeless hand back down beside the 
boy and covered him to his chin with the blanket. Then 
they were wheeling him out. 
"Think, Etta," encouraged Nicki. "Do they have any 
relatives?" 
"Where?" Etta wasn't following the conversation. 
"In Columbus. Or on the way. Would they have stopped 
anywhere to visit someone?" 
"Not that I know of. All the grandparents and aunts and 
uncles are in Pittsburgh and Harrisburg, clear in Pennsylva-
nia." 
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Poor, poor Clyde, Etta thought. Even his parents ~'1 
here. 
"Maybe I should call my mother." Etta was thinking out-
loud. "She'll know what to do. She'll know how to find the 
Clays." 
Nicki nodded. "Good idea. I'll go ask Miss Carey if we 
can go to the office to use the phone," she offered. 
The two girls looked for their teacher. She was stand-
ing near the door, staring at the place where Clyde fell. 
Some blood was still on the floor and Clyde's books and 
papers were scattered about. 
Etta walked to the overturned desk and lifted it back 
into its place. She picked up Clyde's math book and stuffed 
the loose papers inside. She turned to get his other book 
but Miss Carey had already picked it up and was holding it 
closely to her breast. Etta looked at her teacher. It was 
then that she realized that Miss Carey was clutching Clyde's 
literature book. 
"I'm sorry," Miss Carey whispered. "I'm sorry, Etta. I 
knew the other students didn't •• .• " 
Etta watched her teacher's tears slide silently down 
her cheeks. And she, too, wanted to cry. For Clyde. For 
poor, little "Clumsy" Clyde. 
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Etta and Lois were noon librarians on Monday. Today 
they sat behind the check-out station and watched their only 
patrons, three junior girls, looking over the new book shelf. 
"Do you suppose they found Clyde's parents yet?" Lois 
asked Etta. 
"I sure hope they did," Etta answered. "Do you suppose 
the state police had to locate the car?" 
Lois looked puzzled. 
"I mean," :stta explained, "I called my mom and she said 
that maybe the state police would have to locate their car 
and tell the Clays that Clyde's in the hospital." 
"That's a good idea. Otherwise--" Lois stopped short. 
3tta finished her thought for her. "Otherwise he'd have 
to wait until they return this evening. That would make a 
long wait for Clyde." 
"Oh, Etta, don't worry. He's got lots of doctors. He'll 
be okay," Lois tried to assure her. 
"Yes, but he's just a little kid. You know, LOis, I 
just don't know how Jarrell and stan and Gillie can be so 
mean. They know all the trouble Clyde's had. I can still 
remember how sternly Mr. Farley talked with us the first day, 
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when he told us how Clyde was in our class only on a trial 
basis. Everybody was so sympathetic. The boys watched out 
for him in the hallways the first couple days. Then when 
Jarrell started picking on him, everything changed. It just 
isn't fair. Everybody laughs at Clyde now." 
"Well, not everybody. But you're right," Lois agreed. 
"I remember just a couple of weeks ago when Clyde dropped 
his books in science class and Jarrell picked them up for 
him. We were like one big family then," she said. 
Etta looked up at the clock. "Hey." She brightened up. 
"It's almost ti~e for the first bell. Do you think that 
Jarrell's back from the hospital yet?" 
"He should be," Lois ventured. "By the way, I heard 
about how you got him to go find out how Clyde is. Neat." 
"Not so neat the way I did it though," she admitted to 
her friend. "I wasn't any too nice about it." 
"Well, he wasn't any too nice about the way he shoved 
Clyde, either, was he?" 
Etta was about to answer when the big doors to the 
library opened and in walked Stan and Gillie. li2 Jarrell, 
Etta noticed. 
Stan stopped short and turned completely around, 
mumbling something to his buddy, who followed him back out 
the doors they'd just entered. Etta figured they'd talked 
to Jarrell and had discovered that she'd been the one who 
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forced him to go to the hospital. She felt sad. Before 
they'd always at least said "Hi" to her. Nov ... it was obvious 
that they were avoiding her. 
Lois interrupted her thoughts. "Mr. Nolan said we 
could leave at 12:45 as long as there wasn't a crowd in here. 
Let's follow those two. They'll eventually lead us to 
Jarrell." 
"Okay," Etta agreed. "I do want to know how Clyde is. 
Better hurry though." 
The girls grabbed their books and rushed across the room. 
Etta tried to stop herself from saying it, but she hated 
Jarrell so much. 
"Creep," she heard herself yell at him. 
Instantly she was sorry she'd shown her meanness. She 
had repeated to herself, "There is ~ time to hate," but now 
she doubted that such a thing should be. She didn't under-
stand how Jarrell could just stand there and take it. And 
yet she couldn't say she was sorry. Because she didn't know 
for sure if she really were. All she wanted to do was to get 
away from him. 
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She turned to leave. But Virgil blocked her path. 
"What's up, Etta?" he asked her. 
Etta took a deep breath. Virgil always had a level 
head. He'd know what was right and wrong. She hoped she 
could explain it to him. 
"He di.dn' t go to the hospital," she began, pointing to 
Jarrell. "He said he'd go, but I knew he wouldn't." 
She waited for Virgil to say something next. 
"Is that what he told you?" he asked her. 
Etta knew she'd have to make her statements sound 
logical to convince Virgil that she was in the right and 
Jarrell in the wrong. "Not in so many words," she admitted. 
"But he said he didn't know how Clyde is. So he didn't go to 
the hospital." 
"Let's ask him," Virgil said. Etta knew that Virgil 
had to get the facts--"Straight from the horse's mouth," he 
usually said. 
"Okay," she agreed. 
"Well, Creep?" Again she was sorry she'd said that 
word, but it just happened when she looked at Jarrell. 
"What did you find out?" Now she couldn't look at him. She 
stared at his feet. 
Virgil interrupted. "God, Stta. You used to be the 
friendliest girl in the class. What happened to all that 
Jesus-Christian stuff you're always talking about?" 
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Etta knew she was going to cry. She tried to explain. 
"It's just that he's so little. And he has two small 
brothers--dumber than he is. It's such a sad family." 
She felt the tears on her cheeks and she brushed them 
away with the back of her hand. 
Lois pulled out a Kleenex for her. 
"Etta," Jarrell said. She thought his voice sounded a 
little strained. 
She looked up at Clyde's tormentor. 
"They said he was resting. They said--they said he 
couldn't have visitors. So I couldn't see him." 
Her tears kept coming. But now they were tears of 
happiness. "Thank God," she sobbed. "I thought you were go-
ing to say that the hospital wouldn't give out any information 
until his parents had been located." 
She turned to Virgil. "I was so sure they wouldn't be 
able to find his parents. But they must be there," she look-
ed back at Jarrell, "if they told you how Clyde is." 
She tried to smile. She wanted to say, "I'm sorry," 
but she couldn't bring herself to admit she was wrong. 
"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you for finding 
out." 
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Etta sang along with the other girls. The light music 
matched her mood. Sne couldn't say she was really happy--
the morning had been too terrible for that. But at least 
now, she wasn't so worried. Now that she knew that Clyde's 
parents were there at the hospital with him, she was 
relieved. 
She wished that Clyde could hear the girls singing. 
They were reviewing the songs they'd learned last year. The 
teacher let them select the ones they liked and even Christ-
mas carols were permissible. 
Etta liked to sing. Last s~~er, she sang songs as she 
and Clyde walked into town. It was a three mile hike that 
they made every two weeks to return library books and choose 
new ones. Clyde hardly ever read his, but Etta always did. 
From one to three every afternoon, she read. That was 
her treat for spending the morning dOing housework with her 
mother. The afternoon was entirely hers. After her reading, 
at three, she would wait on the front porcn for Clyde to 
arrive. 
It used to be that Clyde would knock at tne door and 
ask to speak to Etta. Etta would co~e down from her upstairs 
bedroom and Clyde wouldn't have anything to say. So they'd 
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just sit on the front porch and she'd make small talk. 
Finally, when Etta realized that Clyde simply needed a 
friend, someone he could talk to, she was not so irritated 
that her afternoon reading was interrupted. In fact, she 
made an agreement with Clyde that they should meet on her 
front porch at three each afternoon. And she would plan 
their activities. Some days they'd go fishing. Most days 
they'd just go for a long walk. Etta knew that the talks 
they had were so very important to Clyde. 
Clyde would keep Etta up to date on his family's 
progress. Etta knew, for example, when little Jamie took 
his first step and when the rent was overdue. She knew all 
about the family spats as well as about the happy birthday 
parties. 
Etta remembered one afternoon when Clyde had cried in 
front of her. It was when they were fishing off the bank. 
He was telling her about the new outfits that his mother 
had got from the Salvation Army store. They were little 
outfits for Jamie. His mother had lined them up on the 
bed and had counted them. For Clyde and for four-year-old 
Stevie, Mrs. Clay used to get clothes that were sizes too 
big and wait for the boys to grow into them. But for Ja~ie 
she didn't buy the extra clothes. For him, she bought 
clothes that fit--even brand new clothes that fit. Clyde 
had asked his mother why that was, and his mother had tried 
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to explain that Jamie would never be old enough for larger 
clothes. When Clyde was explaining all this to Etta, he 
couldn't remember what it was that Jamie had. All he could 
tell Etta was that the doctor said that his little brother 
probably wouldn't live very long. Clyde had also told Etta 
that he had heard his mother weeping in the next room after 
she'd explained about Jamie's illness to him. And then Etta, 
too, got tears in her eyes, and she and Clyde had both cried 
for little Jamie. 
After that afternoon, Etta knew how important those 
three children were to Mr. and Mrs. Clay. That was why she 
was so concerned that they learn as soon as possible about 
Clyde's accident. And for Clyde's sake, she wanted them to 
arrive as soon as possible. 
Now, even though everything was under control with 
Clyde's parents being at the hospital, Etta still felt an 
urgency. She wished that school were out for the afternoon. 
She wanted to hurry home to help her mother. She knew that 
they'd be keeping Stevie and Jamie for a few days. And she 
wanted to make the little boys' visit away from home as 
pleasant as she could. 
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Etta was nervous. She'd never been in Mr. Farley's 
office before. Everything seemed so important there, so 
official--the documents in their glass picture frames; the 
long row of clasG pictures under the documents; the four big 
matching leather chairs; the mountains of books and papers; 
and the red carpet. No other room in the school had red 
carpet. 
3tta sat up very straight. She smoothed out her cotton 
skirt and wished she'd got up a little earlier so that she 
could have touched it up with an iron. Too late for that 
now. She stretched the pleats into place. She wanted to 
look neat when Mr. Farley arrived, yet she didn't feel too 
neat now. She felt rather crummy inside. 
I'll apologize to Jarrell, she promised herself. Right 
Maybe it ~'t all his fault. Stan and Gillie were 
in ~ it, too. Nicki said so. 1 guess it ~ really ~ 
accident. And I shouldn'! say it ~ Jarrell's fault when 
I really ~'! ~ it happen. 
Then she wondered what she would have thought if she 
had seen exactly what happened. She knew that she would 
have seen someone push Clyde--probably Jarrell. But she had 
seen him shove Clyde plenty of times before--out in the hall, 
in the lunchroom, before Clyde boarded the bus, and, most 
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often, in classes, where Jarrell and his buddies and some 
of the other kids could laugh together when Clyde fell. 
Jarrell and stan and Gillie were really heartless characters. 
Etta wished that someone could be blamed for this accident. 
But she didn't want to put the blame on someone--even if that 
someone was usually cruel--just in case that someone wasn't 
really to blame. 
Mr. Farley opened the door and walked around his desk. 
"Excuse me for a minute, Miss Pratt," he said to her, "but 
my secretary said I have an important call. I'll be right 
wi th you." 
Polite, Etta figured, but "Miss Pratt" sounds sort of 
silly. She smoothed out her skirt again and pretended not 
to listen. 
"Mr. Farley speaking," the principal began. 
Etta smiled inside. She admitted to herself that she 
liked--even preferred--the formal airs he put on. 
"Yes," he answered after a short pause. 3tta watched 
him nod his head three times before he said another !lYes" 
into the phone. 
Stta became bored with the conversation., figuring it 
was dull school business. She was glad she was sitting 
there though. She didn't like to write English themes, and 
this was certainly a legitimate excuse for her to turn in a 
short theme once she had to return to class. She couldn't 
74 
quite recall the ending of the story that the theme was based 
on. The class had just read it last Friday. She remembered 
how interesting the story had been at first, but maybe that 
was because Miss Carey had told them a little about Anne 
Frank and had shown them slides of the building where the 
Franks hid. Etta also recalled the first words of the diary 
that Anne had written. Those ~ have been terrible times, 
Etta guessed. She was glad that she lived when and where 
she did. Things weren't bad at all. No tensions in life. 
Then her memory jogged in time and she thought of Clyde, 
lying in the hospital. She was thankful that his parents 
were there to comfort him. She hoped he wasn't in pain. 
She didn't think he could get out of the hospital today. 
In fact, maybe not for a few days or even a couple of weeks. 
How long did they keep you in the hospital if you broke a 
leg? At least the hospital would be a friendly place. No 
tensions around like the Franks had to put up with. 
Etta scanned the framed certificates and pictures. 
And she thought of Jarrell. She wondered if he would go into 
hiding if Clyde died. 
But surely Clyde wouldn't die. There were plenty of 
doctors--excellent doctors at the new hospital. She tried 
to have more faith. More faith, ~ faitn, sne repeated 
in her mind. 
"When are they due home?" Mr. Farley's question jarred 
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Etta's thinking. 
He couldn'! be talking about ~ Clays, could he? Sure--
II not. Jarrell said his parents ~ there, didn'! he? No, 
wait, maybe he didn't actually say that. He said that the 
hospital wouldn'! allow visitors lli. Maybe. •• She 
didn't even want to think the words in her mind. 
"Hold the line a minute. Let me check his file again." 
Mr. Farley put the phone down on his desk. 
Etta was really curious--and frightened now. 
"Mr. Farley," she started her question. 
"In just a minute, Miss Pratt. Let me finish talking to 
the superintendent." The principal sounded a little irritated 
with her interruption. At least now she knew who was on the 
other end of the line. 
"I need to get some information from :vIrs. Stanton and 
I'll be right back," he explained in a softer voice. 
She watched him hurry out and slam the door on his way. 
Not too hard, but not too gently either. 
Etta didn't know whether to count the seconds he'd be 
gone or to count how many times she inhaled and exhaled. 
She wanted to count something. 
She heard the superintendent cough on the phone. He 
sounded like he might be right in the next office. She 
leaned forward in the chair and listened to hear him breathing, 
but she was too far away. 
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Mr. Farley returned with a folder in his hand. He 
grabbed the phone and started talking. "No, no others 
listed in case of emergency. Not in the area, anyway. A 
grandmother in Harrisburg. But they're not visiting her 
today. Too damn far away." 
~tta heard the "damn" and looked up. Mr. Farley caught 
his mistake, too, and blushed. 
Is it Clyde that they'£! talking about? He does have 
relatives in Pennsylvania. That'~ ~ to ~ about Clyde. 
And if it is, it means ~ his parents ~'t ~ ~. 
Jarrell lied, she concluded. ~ creepy, slimy Jarrell 
lied. Etta clenched her fists so tightly that her finger-
nails hurt her skin. Honest to Q££, 1 ~ him, I ~ him, 
I hate him. ---
Now she wished that Mr. Farley would hurry off the 
phone. Etta would tell him how Jarrell had lied. And she'd 
tell him how mean Jarrell always was. 
Mr. Farley continued his conversation with the superin-
tendent. "You call this time. I've been calling every half 
hour and I think they're tired of my questions. I just can't 
seem to get any additional information anyhow." 
The hospital, Etta guessed what they were talking about. 
Mr. Farley paused. "Okay," he answered. "Phone me back 
in say about- ten minutes. Good-by." He replaced the black 
receiver in its cradle. Then he leaned back in his chair 
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and stared at ~tta. 
"Well, Miss Pratt," he began. "Tell me a little about 
Clyde." 
Etta would have preferred to get straight to the point 
and talk about Jarrell. But she knew she had to win the 
principal over to her side first. She also wanted to ask 
him questions, but she decided it would be best to answer 
his questions first, too. 
"Clyde's still a little shy. But he likes the regular 
classroom. He says he has more school work to do and it's 
harder, but he wants to learn so much. I sit with him on 
the bus--that's how come I know," she eXplained. 
Etta took a deep breath, and since Mr. Farley didn't ask 
her an additional question, she continued. "But some of the 
kids just can't seem to leave Clyde alone." 
t;Ir. Farley raised an eyebrow and Etta took that to 
mean "Who?" 
"Jarrell and stan and Gillie are the worst. 
they're the leaders. Oh, they used to be good. 
In fact, 
After you 
gave us that lecture the first day, everyone tried to help 
Clyde. Even Jarrell. But then they started laughing at 
his mistakes. And now he doesn't even like to speak out in 
class. Someone will laugh." Etta looked down. 
"Anyway, Jarrell's the one who's always shoving Clyde." 
"When does this happen?" Mr. Farley asked. He picked up 
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his pencil and began writing on the pad of paper in front 
of him. 
"Whenever a teacher turns her back--or his back. Ask 
Mr. Mills how many times Clyde has fallen down in the aisle 
just trying to get to his seat." 
"Another thing the kids do is to push his books off his 
desk. The first week, Clyde's books fell over by accident 
because he didn't put them all the way on the desk top. That 
only happened once, but it gave Jarrell the idea that it 
would be fun to push his books off any c~ance he and his 
buddies got. They go up to sharpen their pencils and push 
Clyde's books off on the way up. And no one helps Clyde 
pick them up any more. So when he gets them all stacked 
up again, the one who was sharpening his pencil goes back 
to his seat, and accidentally knocks them off again and the 
whole class roars. All the teacher can do is make whoever 
did it, apologize. And Clyde's sure accepted a lot of those 
in the past week." 
Etta knew she'd have to add facts if Mr. Farley were to 
be convinced that Jarrell was a bad character. So she 
fabricated more information. "Last Friday," she fibbed, 
Jarrell himself knocked Clyde's books off his desk in every 
class. Just ask his teachers." 
3tta didn't think that Mr. Farley would go to all that 
trouble, but if he did, the teachers would have to confess 
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that Clyde's books were falling off more tnis last week than 
the first week. 
"Well." Mr. Farley seemed a little skeptical. II Maybe 
it was just an accident since Clyde's books missed his desk 
at first." 
"I don't think so, Mr. Farley," Etta contradicted him. 
"You see, Jarrell and stan and Gillie are out to get Clyde. 
In fact, they even told Clyde that. And now, every chance 
they get, they make Clyde the laughing stock of the class." 
"Did Clyde tell you that they said they were out to 
get him?" Mr. Parley seemed to be questioning Etta closely. 
"Yes," Etta responded. It's true. It'~ really ~. 
l'~ not lying about that. And the other thing 1 said is 
mostly true. Etta wondered whether she should confess to 
that little white lie. She decided no, because then Mr. 
Farley might not believe anything else she had to say. She 
realized that she'd been talking for a long time but she 
still had so much to say. She wondered whether she should 
elaborate on the last answer, but Mr. Farley shot another 
question at her. 
"What happened this morning?" 
She hesitated before she answered. "Jarrell shoved 
Clyde and Clyde fell on some desks and hit the floor. You 
see, Jarrell and Stan and Gillie were planning on tripping 
Clyde when he walked into homeroom. It's their favorite 
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game," she said as spitefully as she could. "Anyway, Stan 
and Gillie were down on their knees pretending tilat they 
nad a wire pulled across the aisle. And Jarrell was the one 
who reached out and pushed Clyde down. Clyde saw the two 
boys and tried to stlli~ble over the wire, but when he was 
pushed, he hit two desks and fell to the floor." 
Etta paused to let Mr. Farley get the full effect. "He 
never moved once he hit the floor. There was blood coming 
out of his mouth and his leg was twisted and there was a 
lump--" 
"I know, Etta," ~Ilr. Farley was sympathetic now. Etta 
was pleased. Her strategy had worked. She knew he thought 
he'd got an accounting from a person who had watched the real 
thing. And as far as she was concerned, that was what Mr. 
Farley always would think. 
Etta felt like she'd squared Clyde's account with 
Jarrell. The Creep had been paid back--in full. Maybe, 
too, Clyde would never have to see Jarrell again. 
"Are--are his, I mean, are Clyde's parents at the 
hospital yet?" Etta ventured. 
Mr. Farley sadly shook his head. "No. But at noon the 
superintendent called the city police in Columbus and asked 
them to locate the car. They're still working on it." 
"How's Clyde?" sne asked. 
"I'm sorry, Etta. I wish I could tell you more, but the 
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hospital won't give out any information--not even to us. We 
know he hasn't had any surgery, so that's a good sign. Al-
though I'm not so sure they would even do surgery if they 
didn't have the parents' permission. But I'm afraid that's 
all I know." 
"Well, thank you for telling me that. Clyde was 
supposed to have dinner with us tonight and his parents 
were going to be back at eight," she explained. 
"Yes, I know. I talked with your mother earlier." 
"Oh." Etta was surprised that he'd gone to all that 
trouble. He really must ~ about the students, she sur-
mised. 
"I guess I don't have any more questions for you, Etta. 
Maybe you should return to English class. I guess you have 
a theme to write this afternoon." 
"Yes," she said. "Thank you, Mr. Farley." 
"Thank you, Etta, for answering my questions." He 
smiled at her. 
She stood up to leave. 
"By the way, will you ask Miss Carey to send Jarrell 
down to see me? And tell her that I won't need to see any 
other students either. Okay?" 
"Okay," she answered. She left the office just as the 
phone was ringing again. 
I'll ~ ~ e;lad ~ send Jarrell ~ to you, she thought 
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as she walked up the stairs. So very happy. Why, it'~ ~ 
least I can do. 
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BILLY GRANT 
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The minute before the accident happened, Billy had 
moved from his post at the door where he had been greeting 
his fellow classmates with his usual Billy "Graham" blessing. 
Dwight had motioned him over to the window so that the two 
of them could discuss the noon softball competition between 
their homeroom and Mr. Benson's homeroom. Billy had been 
looking out the window at the playing field but had turned 
around when he heard a desk crashing to the floor. 
He spotted Clyde first. Clyde looked so still. So -
like death, Billy thought. 
minutes, and then he'll die. I won't even have said "God 
bless you" to him ~ morning and ~'ll be ~. 
With his eyes, he hunted for the one who had done it. 
Three looked guilty to ~im. The three musketeers--Jarrell, 
Gillie, and stan. He watched the three move back. Surely 
not 12 give Clyde space ~ 1£ ~ themselves, Billy figured. 
They ~ their guilt Ex the moves they make, he told him-
self. 
Billy wanted to step forward, but something held him in 
place, not allowing him to speak. He wanted to be the one 
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to break the silence, the one to say something appropriate, 
but he couldn't. Sometimes the kids thought it was a joke 
when he, Billy "Graham" Grant, gave them quotes from the 
Bible. Maybe now, if he could say so~ething appropriate, 
the kids would change their minds about him. Just right 
now though, he couldn't think of what to say. 
He glanced at his teacher. Even Miss Carey stood 
frozen. Billy watched a hand go up to her mouth as though 
it would smuggle a screa~. Then she took charge. 
"Mike, go down to the office," she directed from her 
desk. "Tell Mr. Farley to come up here at once. Tell Mrs. 
Stanton to phone for an ambulance." She hesitated and Mike 
turned to go. "Two things, Mike. Mr. Farley and the 
ambulance," she explained again, but Mike was already half-
way through the door. 
The next direction she calmly spoke as she hurried to 
Clyde. "Please, everyone, take a seat and don't talk." 
The students, most of them anyway, obeyed. There were 
a few excited whispers. But most just watched and waited. 
Miss Carey meeled down next to the small boy. She 
touched his hand. Then she touched his cheek. Billy wanted 
to ask her if Clyde were still breathing. 
Mr. Farley hurried in and he, too, kneeled down beside 
Clyde. This time, when Miss Carey touched Clyde, pushing 
back his hair, Mr. Farley stopped her hand. Billy wondered 
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why he did that. She was Clyde's teacher. She should be 
allowed to do that to her own student, shouldn't she? He 
wanted to ask Mr. Farley why he stopped her, but he 
supposed that his question might sound a bit silly. 
To Billy it was an eternity of waiting and watching 
that passed before the ambulance men arrived. But that part, 
Billy couldn't watch. He turned back to the window. He 
noticed that Virgil had just opened a window. And he did 
the same. Doing something ~ make ~ feel better, he 
assured himself. 
Dwight caught him by the arm. "Need some fresh air?" 
he asked Billy. 
To simplify the discussion, Billy just nodded. He did 
not feel sick. He just didn't feel like standing around and 
watching. Maybe that would make him sick. 
He watched the river that flowed on the other side of 
the playing field. It was the s~~e river that had already 
flowed past the Clay farm and would finally make its way into 
the big river a few miles below the town. The river knows 
all, Billy repeated in his mind. To him, that sounded like 
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that should be a quotation from somewhere. I wonder how much 
the river knows about Clyde. Probably not too much, he 
guessed. Not that you ~ to be ~ liked.£! Ei£!! to be 
known .£l the river. 
Then again, maybe the knowing was the other way around. 
Billy felt li~e he knew the river. At least the river that 
flowed past nis father's farm. His mother allowed him week-
end visits out there. In fact, she'd even drive Billy there, 
leaving him at the foot of the long driveway. She'd some-
times re~ind him that it was her good will that was responsi-
ble for these visits. Billy knew only too well her line 
about the court saling that his father was granted only 
three weeks' custody in the summer. And every time she'd 
say that, Billy would reassure her that he appreciated every 
extra visit she allowed. 
Billy actually figured the situation to be the other 
way. He was less of a problem for his mother when he wasn't 
in her little town apartment. Billy thought it was a privi-
lege for her when he went to the farm. 
There was only one thing he felt bad about. That was 
when he went out to the farm and his father wasn't there. 
If his mother ever found out he did that, she'd probably 
not ever let him go there again. But for now, it was a 
secret that he and his father shared. Billy had asked his 
father to park his car inside the garage and to always keep 
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the garage door shut. That was so that from the road, or 
even standing in front of the closed garage, no one could 
tell if his father was at home or not. And since Billy 
knew where the key was hidden, he could get in if his father 
wasn't there. Billy remembered the afternoon that the two 
of them had dug a hole under a rock near tne back door. 
They'd buried a wooden box that contained the key. And 
many times since that, Billy had moved the rock and opened 
the wooden box to use the key. 
Billy al' .... ays did that when he first arrived. Then he'd 
replace the key and the box and the rock, so that things 
looked undisturbed. Next he'd go inside to explore the 
kitchen, to search for a note from his father. If he didn't 
find one, Billy would write one to his dad, telling him 
where he'd be. Usually Billy chose to get his pole from the 
garage and hike down to the river and sit on the boat dock 
that he and his father had built. 
Billy liked that favorite cove. He had been the one to 
decide where they'd build the dock. He remembered the 
lecture his father had given him once they'd finished the 
project. Billy was allowed to sit on the dock and fish, but 
he was not allowed to take the boat out onto the river unless 
his father was there. Billy figured that he could actually 
turn the boat over by himself and maneuver it down the bank 
and into the water. Maybe he couldn't lift the motor off its 
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stand, but then he and his father didn't usually use the boat 
that way. They preferred to stretch their muscles by pulling 
on the oars. But Billy knew that his father trusted him to 
do the right thing when he was alone. So he never once 
tried to get the boat into the water by himself. 
3illy recalled the afternoon that the Clays had rowed 
past. Billy and his father had just loaded the boat with 
their ca~ping gear and his father had just started the motor. 
They had turned around to head out into the river when they 
spied the Clays--Mr. Clay and Clyde--rowing up to their 
dock. Billy was so disappointed. He nad figured that the 
cove was so well concealed that from the river you couldn't 
spot the dock. But apparently that wasn't the case. 
Billy pretended that he didn't know Clyde. He didn't 
want to share any of his father's time with the Clays. All 
he said was "Hi" in response to Mr. Clay's "Good morning, 
Mr. Grant. Good morning, Billy." 
Billy's father had made small talk with them about the 
nice weather and the muddy river, but Billy hadn't contribut-
ed a thing to the conversation. After the Clays had rowed 
off down the river, Billy's father had asked, "How did they 
know our na'1les?" 
But Billy had shrugged his shoulders and claimed that 
he didn't know. 
Then his father had asked, "What grade is the Clay boy 
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in?" 
And when Billy had said, IIHe's in the Special Education 
class," his father hadn't asked him any more about it. 
Now, as he glanced around to see Clyde being carried 
out of the classroom on the stretcher, Billy wondered if Clyde 
and his father would ever make another boat ride down the 
river. He promised himself that he'd ask his dad if they 
couldn't take Mr. Clay and Clyde in their motor boat for a 
weekend camping trip sometiffle. He'd have to tell his dad 
about Clyde being a new student in his class. Too, his dad 
would probably read about the accident in the paper. 
Between homeroom and math class, Billy and Dwight walked 
together. Billy noted that the students in the hallways 
were Quiet. And Dwight agreed. 
lIyou don't suppose," Billy speculated, "that word has 
got around about Clyde's accident?" 
"Could of," Dwight guessed. 
"I guess that the two homerooms across the hall saw 
what was gOing on,1I Billy concluded. "Come on. Let's catch 
up with Virgil." 
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Virgil was talking with stan and Gillie at the drinking 
fountain. Billy and Dwight got in on the middle of their 
conversation. 
"I don't know which police investigator will come, but 
I know someone will come," Virgil predicted to the four boys. 
"You don't just shove someone around and make him end up in 
the hospital and think that no one's going to say anything 
about it. Do you?" He looked hard at stan and Gillie. 
"But it wasn't really Jarrell's fault," Stan defended 
his absent buddy. 
"'Nell," Virgil continued. "I'm not blaming anybody. 
All I'm saying is somebody higher up is going to want to 
know whose fault it is. 1I 
"He's right," Billy whispered to Dwight when Virgil 
leaned over for a drink at the fountain. "Mr. Farley won't 
be calling this an 'accident' for long." 
Virgil straightened up. "Well, see you guys in Benson's 
class. And don't tell Ross I'm skipping his math class. He 
might take it personally." 
Billy wished that sometimes he had enough nerve to 
squeal on Virgil for all the times he got away with things. 
Take today, for example. He didn't think it was fair that 
Virgil be allowed to skip on test day. But then it would 
take too much effort--and trouble--to change the world. If 
Billy did tell on Virgil, then Virgil would surely track 
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down the infor;ner and make life unpleasant for him. 
So Billy went back to thinking his favorite philosophy. 
You ~ out of life what you put in it. That was the only 
way he'd feel better about sitting there in math class, 
struggling with those fractions on the exam, while Virgil 
smoked away down in the boiler room. 
Billy watched Virgil head down the stairs while all the 
others in his homeroom began filing into Room 216 for an hour 
of math questions. 
Billy tried to focus on the filmstrip image that was 
projected on the wall. He squinted his eyes, but he couldn't 
read the pale letters of the title. The next picture flashed 
on the wall, but that one wasn't any better. Billy could 
tell that he wasn't going to get much out of history class 
today. Most days he did enjoy group work. This morning, 
however, he resented it. He wished the whole class were on 
the same schedule. That way, they could all view the fil~­
strip--with the blinds down--and everyone could see. 
rtather than try to read the next franes, Billy drew sail-
boat doodles on his paper. And he wondered about Clyde. 
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Would the teachers ~ him do all of his make-,!!,E ~? 
Surely they would understand if ~ student ~ ~ ~ hospi-
tal. The more Billy thought about it, the more he became 
convinced that the school was to blame for the accident. At 
least they were to blame for letting the accident occur. All 
of the teachers and even the principal knew of the fighting 
between Clyde and the homeroom students. Billy recalled the 
morning two weeks ago when Mr. Farley had walked their class 
from one period to the next, sticking close to Clyde, just to 
make sure that no one clobbered him in the hallway. And the 
lectures. Every teacher had lectured the students on the 
days when Clyde was absent. Miss Carey even had them writing 
a theme. Billy remembered that he'd titled his paper, 
"Friendliness to Others." 
He wondered what he could do--right at that moment--to 
make up for all the meanness that the kids had dished out to 
poor little Clyde. Cards, he thought. All the kids could --- --- ---- -----
send cards. And the girls could take bouquets to ~ hospi-
tal. ~ is, if they would. 
Billy tried to guess how many friends would actually 
contribute to the cause. Contribute. That's what I could ---- - ---- - ~~~ 
have the students do. They could ~ contribute a little 
money. ~ then the money could be given to Clyde. Maybe 
it could be used for the hospital bill. Or if ~, it could 
be used for clothes for Clyde. 
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Billy turned around and silently counted the number of 
students in the classroom. Thirty-~, thirty-~, ~ ~ 
~ it'~ thirty-seven. If ~ person gave 1!:!.£ dollars, ~'.£ 
get • • Billy figured what the sum would be. Sixty--~, 
seventy-four dollars, his mathematics showed. ~ if every-
~ gave three dollars, ~ would ~ ••• ~ hundred and 
one dollars. Over a hundred dollars! Billy was thrilled. 
What if everyone gave five dollars? he speculated. That would 
bring. • • • His pencil moved so fast when he did the multi-
plication. Billy couldn't believe the number. He figured 
the problem again and ended up with the same one hundred and 
eighty-five. 
Only thing is, Billy thought, E£1 everyone ~ contri-
bute. And maybe, not everyone ~ afford five, ~ if they 
wanted to give that much. Maybe I shouldn't ask so much from -----
~ person. 
Billy went back to his numbers again. He refigured the 
two dollars per person. And he refigured the three dollars 
per person. On that one, he came up with more money than he 
had the first time he did that multiplication. He did three 
times thirty-seven again. One hundred ~ eleven dollars! 
That figure was impressive. Almost as impressive as five 
times thirty-seven, since both figures were over one hundred. 
Billy wondered if it might not be more realistic to ask each 
student for a three dollar contribution. He'd probably get 
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more contributors. 
Billy wanted to count on collecting at least one hundred 
dollars. If he asked each student for three dollars, that 
would put him eleven dollars over the hundred--a good cushion 
in case there were some who wouldn't or couldn't contribute. 
Billy felt sure that one hundred would adequately cover the 
hospital bill. He wondered how much would be left over and 
how the Clays would spend that money. 
Billy looked around at the busy students. He also 
spotted Mr. Benson giving him his teacher's dirty looks. 
Billy nodded at his teacher and looked back at the filmstrip. 
He squinted his eyes again and read the caption. Next he oade 
some marks on his paper so that Mr. Benson would think that 
he was taking good notes. Then Billy glanced back at the 
filmstrip and seriously tried to concentrate on the men who 
were oaking great discoveries in history. 
Billy explained his plan to Dwight as they were leaving 
history class. "And if everyone contributed just three 
dollars each, we'd get over a hundred dollars. Plus," he 
added, "we won't discourage bigger donations." 
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"Good idea," Dwight agreed. IIBut I'm not sure that every 
person will contribute. Especially not Jarrell or stan or 
Gillie." 
"Why not?" Billy argued. IIIf we could get Jarrell to 
put some money in, then Stan and Gillie would certainly do 
the same. Don't you think?" 
"Yes. But just how do you get Jarrell to be so generous 
in the first place?" Dwight asked. 
"Well, I guess I'd try to make him feel guilty. I'll 
tell him this is one way to make him feel better about the 
accident." Billy wondered just how upset Jarrell did feel. 
"But I don't want to make him feel too bad, since he was al-
ready probably hating himself." 
"Not Jarrell," Dwight objected. "He couldn't feel 
guilty about anything. R.emember last year, when he always 
picked on Davie, that little kid in the sixth grade?" 
"Yes, I remember. They only got that one solved when 
Davie's big brother beat up on Jarrell.1! 
"Really? You mean John really beat up Jarrell?" Dwight 
asked excitedly. 
"Did he ever. Don't yo'\;. remember that after Easter 
vacation Jarrell still had a black eye?1I 
"No, I guess we were still on vacation." 
"That's right. You were. I guess you didn't see the 
black eye then'. Boy was he embarrassed. John was a grade 
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ahead, you remember. But we found out that he's only ~ 
month older than Jarrell. Boy did we kid Jarrell about that. 
It brought him down a peg. For the rest of the year, Jarrell 
didn't pick on anyone. You remember that, don't you?" 
"Well, I don't remember any times that Jarrell was 
especially mean, I guess," Dwight admitted. 
Billy noticed that stan and Gillie were huddling to-
gether and that they weren't with Jarrell. Maybe they'~ 
splitting~, he guessed. It might be ~ good ~. All the --
teachers have them labeled as troublemakers whenever they'~ 
together. 
"You know," Dwight began again, "I'm glad you told me 
that. I guess Jarrell isn't such a big shot after all. I'll 
bet if we could just get him alone and you could use your 
propaganda on him, he might even make a big contribution. 
Maybe he'd even do all the collecting." 
"No thanks," Billy declined the offer. "I'd rather do 
the collecting myself. But I will ask Jarrell first. That 
way, if any of the others--like stan or Gillie--are reluctant 
to pitch in, I can tell them that Jarrell contributed. And 
if he gives a good sized amount, I'll even tell stan and 
Gillie how much their old buddy contributed." 
"Great idea," Dwight agreed. "By the way, put me down 
for three dollars, okay? I'll borrow it from my mom tonight." 
The boys were at the door of their next class and Dwight 
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and Billy walked in with the others. Billy had seen Jarrell 
a few steps behind in the hall and he wanted to corner him, 
but since he needed more than three minutes to convince 
Jarrell to contribute, he decided to wait until a more 
appropriate time. 
Billy considered himself a pretty good persuader. Last 
year he had been given the only A on the writing assignment 
in which the students had to convince the teacher that she 
should try a new product. Billy had convinced Mrs. Tabor 
that she should try a Jeno's pizza for her Saturday evening 
dinner. He recalled that his teacher had them identify 
which of the arguments they might use would be the strongest. 
Billy figured that his strongest argument with Jarrell would 
be the one about lessening his guilt. But he'd first have 
to get Jarrell to feel a little pity for Clyde. 
Since it was noon, Billy felt he had plenty of time for 
a discussion with Jarrell. He hurried to catch up with 
Jarrell at the lockers. Jarrell was jamming his books into 
the bottom shelf when Billy got there. 
"Hey, Jarrell," he panted. "Got a minute?" 
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"Just a minute. Not much more," Jarrell told Billy. 
"Well, maybe we could talk after lunch?" Billy asked. 
He didn't want to hurry Jarrell. That might turn him against 
any proposal Billy might make. 
"Can't. I'm skipping lunch," Jarrell explained. "Don't 
you know where I'm going?" 
"No, where?" 
"To the hospital. To find out about Clyde. Didn't you 
know that?" Jarrell asked. 
"No," Billy responded. "How would I know?" 
"Sorry, Billy." Jarrell looked away. "I thought every-
one knew by now. I was maneuvered by Etta into going over to 
the hospital to see how Clyde is," he explained. 
"Oh," Billy said lamely. He was disappointed that 
Jarrell didn't have more time to spend with him. "Well, see 
you when you get back. Okay?" 
"Don't count on it. I'll probably be gone for the whole 
noon hour. And then," Jarrell added, "when I get back, I'll 
have to tell Etta how Clyde is." 
Billy thought Jarrell sounded sad. 
"Well, see you in the afternoon, then. And tell Clyde 
that we're thinking about him," Billy advised. He wanted to 
pass along a more personal message for Clyde, but he knew that 
Jarrell would feel awkward repeating a religious saying. In-
stead, Billy figured he would write a note to Clyde when he 
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sent the money to him. 
"Good-by," Jarrell said and he waved to Billy as he 
started walking down the long hallway. 
Billy slowly sipped his milk. He didn't feel too hungry. 
He couldn't justify eating a large dinner when Jarrell proba-
bly wouldn't get a chance to eat. Billy decided he'd eat the 
~eat and vegetable but he'd give up the dessert. Too bad it's ----
apple crisp, he thought. Ml favorite. But then, only 
important things ~ · ..... orth giving~, Billy knew. He wished 
that instead of fasting for Jarrell, he could save that por-
tion of apple crisp for him. But Billy didn't know how he 
could keep it. A cookie or a brownie he could have managed 
okay, but he couldn't gently lay a sticky portion of baked 
apples and crunchy brown sugar on top of a school book. 
It'~ the thought that counts, Billy assured hi~self. 
He had a quotation for every occasion. This one didn't 
actually fit the occasion though. For Jarrell would never 
find out that Billy had been thinking sy~pathetic thoughts. 
Unless . • 
Billy wondered how he could show Jarrell he cared. If 
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he collected money for Clyde, then Clyde would know that 
Billy cared. But what could he do for Jarrell? Just 
thinking about him vvasn' t enough. Nor was the little bit 
of fasting he did in Jarrell's honor. Billy wanted to do 
something more. Something that would really help Jarrell 
out of this situation. Currently, Billy was concentrating 
on Dwight. He figured that you first had to become a good 
friend, which he was dOing with Dwight and he was progressing 
along fine. But now, with Clyde and Jarrell, there were 
new possibilities. If he could show these two boys that he 
cared--cared so much that he would do something out of the 
ordinary for each--then they would surely be willing to 
listen to a little gospel message from Billy "Graham" Grant. 
Something out of the ordinary for Clyde was the hundred 
dollars. What would something out of the ordinary be for 
Jarrell? Billy wished that he could magically take all of 
the pressures of the situation off of Jarrell. That was still 
Billy's best idea for Jarrell. 11~, after all, he figured, 
called an "accident." Er.ill. ~ students. And an accident 
haopens accidentally, doesn't it? Billy asked himself. Sure 
it does, he answered his own question. ~"ld I know that 
Jarrell ~'! ~ to push Clyde ~ hard. ~ meant ~ push 
~, I know that, Billy allowed. 
Clyde. I'!!! ~ of ~. 
But he didn't mean to hurt -------
Maybe Mr. Farley doesn'i 1mow that though. Billy again 
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recalled the morning when Mr. Farley was asked by Miss Carey 
to escort their class from room to room to see that no one 
bothered Clyde. Surely Miss Carey had to give Mr. Farley 
some names of students to watch. And Jarrell would have to 
be first EB the list. In fact, every teacher would ~ to 
put down Jarrell'~ ~ first EB the list of Clyde'~ enemies. 
First EB the ~ of just plain £1£ troublemakers, ~. 
Billy wondered how worried Jarrell was at this time. 
He remembered how Jarrell had put his head down when he 
walked through the hallway. 
Dwight interrupted his thoughts to ask for Billy's 
apple crisp. Rather than answer, Billy pushed his tray over 
to D·, .... ight' s. 
"Thanks, Billy," Dwight said as he scooped the dessert 
onto his tray. 
Billy didn't even nod to signal "You'r.e welcome." He was 
considering what was going to happen to Jarrell. Since noth-
ing had happened to him yet, rUr. Farley must still be 
contemplating his move. Billy speculated on what that move 
might be. He knew that Mr. Farley couldn't kick Jarrell out 
of school. The worst punishment that tne school had ever 
dished out was a three-day suspension. If Jarrell gets ~, 
Billy promised himself, I'll ~ all his assignments--and do 
the:n for him. That would be ~ help, wouldn'! it? 
It would be better though, if Jarrell wouldn't ~ 
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accused in the first place. Maybe, just maybe, I ~ do 
something about that. If I could convince Mr. Farley ~ 
Jarrell didn'! ~ 1£ hurt Clyde, ~ Jarrell might be off 
the hook. 
In his mind, it sounded very simple. He'd just walk in-
to Mr. Farley's office and explain that no student--especial-
ly not Jarrell Rife--would do any physical harm to another 
student. He'd have to admit to Mr. Farley that one student 
might shove another. Even in meanness, as was probably the 
case here. But no one would plan to hurt another so much 
that he'd be knocked unconscious and nave a broken leg. 
That was the part tnat Billy would emphasize. And that would 
take Jarrell off the hook. 
Billy was so pleased with his plan that he forgot about 
his fasting. 
"Come on, Jwight," he said. "Let's get to the candy 
counter before it closes. I'll treat you to an Al:nond Joy." 
Billy was the first student in the science classroom. 
As usual, when he was the first, he stood at the door and 
shook hands witt the entering students and blessed them as 
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they passed in front of him. 
"Good afternoon, Nicki," he greeted tne first student. 
"God bless you." 
"Come on, Billy," Nicki said and brushed aside his out-
stretched nand. "Not today, please. Everyone is so up-
tight." 
"Okay," he said, and he followed her into the room. "I'm 
not really clowning around when I do that though," he ex-
plained to her. "I don't think we have enough friendliness in 
this class." 
"Well, I agree. We don't. But these daily handsha~es 
don't make anyone any friendlier, do they?" she questioned. 
"I thini:: they do," Billy defended his actions. 
"And I think they don't. I wish you'd do something 
else." 
"I am, Nicki," he told her. "I'm collecting money for 
Clyde. I'm asking each student for a contribution of three 
dollars. It Billy took a deep breath. He 'o'Vanted to sound 
convincing. "If each student in our homeroom would give 
just three dollars, then we'd collect over a hundred dollars. 
And Clyde's hospital bill could be paid with that." 
Billy got so excited over his proposal that he was 
bursting with smiles. "Doesn't that sound like a great 
idea?" he asked nero 
"You know, Silly "Graham" Grant, that is the best idea 
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you've had in a long time," Nicki agreed. "Sure, I'll 
contribute." 
She reached into her purse and located an old lipstick 
tube. She opened it and pulled out four one dollar bills, 
three of which she handed over to Billy. 
"I'd. give you the other one," she explained, "but I need 
that for a birthday present for Jennifer. She'll be three 
tomorrow." 
Billy wasn't listening. He was folding tne dollars in 
his hand, calculating how many more dollars it would take 
before he would collect a hundred. 
"Thank you, nicki," he said. "The Clays will really 
appreciate this." 
"I'll be glad to help you collect, Billy," Nicki offer-
ed.. "If I take half the alphabet, it would take you half the 
time to get the money. And that way, the Clays will find 
out about the gift sooner. They won't have time to worry 
about the big hospital bill then." 
"'J~hanks, Nicki. I'll take you up on that." Billy was 
pleased that the mechanics of collecting were going so well. 
tI'.'1hy don't I take the last half of the alphabet?" fie 
suggested. "I've already started to ask Jarrell. Once I 
get his contribution, tnen I can work on stan and Gillie. 
If one contributes, the others will, II ne explained. 
"That sO'.lnds okay. You'll take stan and Gillie from 
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my half of the list. Let's split the class at !!!, okay?" 
"Okay," he agreed. 
"And let's try to get to all the students by the end 
of the day. We can just pass the word along and then by 
tomorrow, we can have asked each person in person. That 
will give us a day and a half, almost. Oh, I'd like to 
ask Etta. She'd be in your half of the alphabet. Okay?" 
"Fine 'Ni th me," Billy responded. "I guess we better 
keep a list of names." 
Billy noticed that all the other class members had 
arrived and that most were already seated. 
"Thanks for helping, Nicki." 
"Don't mention it," Nicki said. "I bruess it's the 
least we can do. Our class hasn't been any too fair to 
Clyde. ~specially that Jarrell. He's done so many wrong 
things and I guess tilis was just another. I hope by this," 
she pOinted the the money in Billy's hand, "Clyde will know 
we're not always bad." 
"I sure hope so, too," Billy added. 
Mr. Mills announced the beginning of science class with 
his usual, "Take your seats, gang." 
And Nicki and Billy were the last ones to comply with 
his direction. 
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After Billy had counted the number of words in his 
Snglish theme, he cOll.'1ted, probably for the twenty-third 
time, the twenty-three dollars that he had collected in the 
last hour from his classmates. Billy was so pleased with 
their generosity. He wondered if it would be improper for 
hi:n to telephone the Clays that night to let them know that 
they could be expecting some large contribution from Clyde's 
friends. 
He still hadn't talked with Jarrell. Nor Stan or Gillie. 
But he could get to them tomorrow. He glanced briefly over 
the class to locate Jarrell. But Jarrell hadn't yet returned 
from Mr. Farley's office. 
Better ~ well enough alone, Billy decided. Not ~ ~ 
i.'Ir. E'arley. Like r~icki said, Jarrell really ~ in ~ wrong. 
He really ~ !£ blame for Clyde'~ accident. 
You ££..! out of life ~ you put in it. And this time, 
Jarrell didn'! put the right things in. 
Yes, he admitted, it might ~ ~ an accident that 
Clyde ~ hurt. But it ~ !!£ accident ~ he ~ shoved, 
Silly concluded. 
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:!e looked down at the money. And again he counted the 
the pile of ones that he held in his hand. 
